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THE  PERSONS  CONCERNED 

Genehal  Tom  Harris,  the  great  man  of  a  small  town, — a 
father   that    knows   his    place. 

Rakdall  Hahbis,  a  returned  prodigal,  who,  instead  of  the 
fatted  calf,  finds  a  crop  of  wild  oats, — some  of  which  he 
did   not   sow. 

Zachary  Gilmore,  another  black  sheep  of  Beulah,  and  a  source 
of  more   anxiety  to  his   friends   than  to  himself. 

Doctor  Morechavis,  whose  philosophy  cannot  strictly  be  said 
to  begin,  like   charity,   at  home. 

Joseph  P.  Andrews,  the  local  banker,  who  discovers  that  riches 
are  a  loan,  not  a  gift,  of  Dame  Fortune,  and  that  she  is 
a  usurer. 

Sam  Riogs,  his  cashier,  steady  as  a  clock — that  runs. 

Judge  Gabriel  Trexch,  an  old-fashioned  lawyer. 

Napoleon  Nickell,  his  law-clerk,  whose  native  detective  geniua 
has   been   developed   by   a   correspondence   course. 

Tao  Hibbard,  a  mulatto  office-boy,  who  should  not  be  blamed 
for   a  willingness  to  learn   from   his   superior. 

IIaks  Joqcet,  a  shopkeeper,  who  takes  care  not  to  put  every- 
thing   into    his    show-window. 

Dick  Hillahy>  the  grocer.  The  failings  of  this  hardened,  pro- 
fane old  sinner  will  be  overlooked,  it  is  hoped,  because  of 
his   war    record. 

Wesley  Culp,  the  town  marshal. 

Martin    Bing,   who    is   quite   capable   of   introducing   himself. 

Will  Turner,  the  blacksmith;  too  good  a  craftsman  not  to 
recognise  his  own  handiwork  at  sight. 

Mrs.  Harris,  a  wife  and  mother,— chieHy  the  latter  in  this 
chronicle. 

Widow  Thorne,  a  priestess  of  occult  science,  a  modern  Cas- 
sandra  whose   prophecies   are    fated    to   l)e   disbelieved. 


THE    PERSONS    CONCERNED 

Miss  Pabthenia  Ajjdhews,  the  town  poetess.  As  Cupid  seems 
asleep  or  on  a  strike,  she  usurps  his  office  with  surnrisina 
results.  " 

Miss  Beth  Andbews,  .  sweet  girl  graduate  whose  noble  plans 
for  woman's  intellecual  uplift  meet  an  unforeseen  obstacle. 

Lena  Met.'ebhoixb,  a  German  cook,  exemplifying  that  love  like 
dust  may  fly  in  at  the  kitchen  as  well  as   the   front  door. 

S^iLLiE  McFardle,  the  mill,  r,  a  sentimental  little  soul  who 
reads   novels. 

Sue  QuiNx,  a  woman  whose  veil  is  lifted  only  after  the  thread 
of  her  fate  has  become  entangled  in  the  skein  of  many 
lives.  ' 

Jerby  RuDD,  Squire  Jenkins,  Sylvester  Cobb,  and  a  few  others 
whose  acquaintance  the   reader  will  not  find   obtrusive. 
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THE  BLACK  SHEEP 


A  HUNDRED  astonished  eyes  in  Beulah  saw 
Beth  Andrews  swing  open  her  father's  iron 
gate  with  a  bang,  and  run  out  on  the  sidewalk 
and  give  General  Tom  Harris  a  big  white  Acidalie  rose 
just  clipped  from  her  favourite  bush.  They  all  saw 
lier  do  it,  for,  as  the  grizzled  general  limped  grimly  up 
the  quiet  street  through  checkers  of  sun  and  shadow, 
everybody  was  on  the  alert  to  observe  how  he  bore  him- 
self under  the  family's  recent  humiliation.  Little  Sallie 
McFardlc,  the  milliner,  peeped  at  him  from  behind  her 
Swiss  curtains,  dodging  back  like  a  thief.  Will  Tur- 
ner, the  blacksmith,  in  a  leathern  apron,  stood  at  the 
door  of  his  sooty  forge  with  a  red  horseshoe  darkening 
on  the  tongs,  and  nodded  significantly  to  Wesle}'  Gulp, 
the  town  marshal,  whose  curiosity  had  even  drawn  him 
from  an  untastcd  glass  of  rye  to  the  porch  of  the 
Brother  Jonathan  House.  At  windows  and  doorways 
everywhere  the  people  were  watching.  They  whis- 
pered excitedly  together  after  General  Harris  had 
passed  by.  But  only  Beth  Andrews  ventured  to  ad- 
dress him. 

Beth  had  a  habit  of  doing  odd  things  on  impulse. 
She  dashed  out  now,  just  as  she  was,  a  big  calico  sun- 
bonnet  on  her  head,  and  on  her  hands  the  pair  of  soiled 
cotton  gloves   which   she  wore  when   she  trimmed  her 
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rose-bushes.  But  as  she  ran,  she  snatched  off  the  sun- 
bonnet,  cast  it  behind  her,  and  displayed  recklessly  the 
shining  brown  hair  and  complexion  of  tinted  ivory 
that  were  the  despair  of  girls  for  miles  around. 

"  Here's  a  rose !  "  she  cried.  "  A  rose  for  you,  gen- 
eral! And  a  pin,  too,"  she  added  in  a  lower  voice, 
"  to  pin  it  over  the  bravest  heart  in  Beulah." 

General  Harris,  whose  straw  hat-brim  seemed  to  rest 
on  his  strong  hooked  nose,  and  his  nose  en  his  short 
stiff  grey  moustache,  threw  up  his  head  with  quite  a 
jerk  of  surprise,  and  halted. 

"  The  heaviest  heart,  at  any  rate,"  said  he.  "  God 
bless  you,  Beth !  "  And  as  she  pinned  the  white  flower 
to  his  black  frock  coat,  he  smiled.  "  This  will  make 
the  young  fellows  envious." 

"How  is  your  wife  to-day?"  Beth  asked. 

"  Poorly,  poorly.  She's  able  to  sit  up  to-day,  but 
she  h.sn't  rallied  yet  from  the  shock  of  the  news." 

"  Aunt  Parthy  talks  of  calling  on  her  this  after- 
noon or  to-morrow." 

"  Your  aunt  Parthy  is  a  good,  kind  soul,"  said  the 
general.  "  If  ladies  married  by  merit,  she'd  have  had 
a  thousand  husbands, — and  so  would  you,   Beth." 

It  was  an  awkward  compliment,  though  well  meant, 
for  the  old  soldier,  who  was  the  sincercst  of  men,  had 
a  blundering  tongue.  Beth  flew  back  to  her  rose- 
bushes with  cheeks  that  matched  the  reddest  of  them. 

"  Thanks,  awfully  !  "  cried  she.  "  But  I  wouldn't  be 
bothered  with  one  of  the  stupid  creatures  around — not 


one ! 


I  " 


At  the  young  ladies'  school  in  Philadelphia  where 
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she  had  graduated  in  June,  slje  had  imbibed  such  lofty 
ideals  and  grand  theories  for  the  uplift  of  woman- 
hood that  she  had  learned  to  regard  the  trousered  sex 
disdainfully.  Other  girls  might  be  misled  into  the  ig- 
noble error  of  matrimony,  but  she  felt  that  she  was 
destined  to  tread  with  clearer  vision  a  higher  path. 

Public  opinion  of  Beth  Andrews's  cleverness  was 
quite  unanimous.  Some  said  she  was  a  little  too  clever, 
in  fact.  Her  sayings  often  made  enemies  for  her.  The 
latest  instance  of  this  was  when  (Jenera.  Harris's  wild 
son,  Randall,  was  arrested  in  New  York  City,  charged 
with  forgery, — which  was  the  cause  of  the  present  ex- 
citement over  the  general's  promenade.  While  all 
Beulah  was  agog  at  the  first  news  of  it,  and  the  sew- 
ing-circle of  the  Ladies'  Auxiliary  discussed  it  at  Par- 
son Wicklow's  annual  benefit,  Beth  Andrews  remarked 
that  "  Randy  Harris  used  his  '  "^her's  honoured  name 
just  as  Sallie  McFardle's  sick  ^  used  its  clean  flan- 
nels,— to  wallow  in."  Everybody  appreciated  that  al- 
lusion to  Sallie's  invalid  pig,  which  had  been  clad  in 
flannels,  and  the  remark  was  widely  quoted  afterwards. 
It  finally  reached  the  ear  of  the  harassed  young  man 
himself  in  New  York,  and  you  may  be  sure  it  did  not 
increase  his  liking  for  the  fair  phrase-maker. 

"  Oh,  that  pepper-mouthed  Puritan  again !  "  said  he 
with  gritted  teeth  to  his  informant.  "  How  she  does 
love  to  air  lier  wit !  It  always  takes  your  fireside 
traveller  to  fling  ridicule  at  sore  feet.  But  just  wait 
till  I  get  home !  " 

Withal,  Beth  Andrews  was  a  girl  of  the  kindliest 
impulses,  and  quick  to  repent  of  her  too- ready  tongue. 
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Perhaps  it  was  a  wish  to  atone  ii  little  to  the  father 
for  those  uncharituble  words  about  his  erring  son,  that 
brought  her  out  so  impetuously  on  the  sidewalk  to  greet 
him. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  General  Harris  went  on  up  the 
street  afterwords  a  shade  more  cheerfully  with  the  white 
rose  gleaming  at  his  breast,  though  he  pulled  his  hat 
down  again  over  his  honest  troubled  eyes.  To  show 
himself  before  his  neighbours  while  sueh  a  disgrace  hung 
upon  his  family  name  was  a  bitter  draught  for  his 
pride  to  drink.  But  it  nmst  be  done,  and  he  walked 
bravely  forward  in  much  his  usual  quiet  mariner.  He 
was  of  a  rather  stocky  figure,  and  limped  a  little  from 
an  old  wound.  His  trousers  were  of  a  wide  pattern, 
for,  being  somewhat  bow-legged,  it  was  the  one  vanity 
of  the  good,  simple  man  to  conceal  this  mortifying  de- 
fect. A  habit  of  carrying  his  walking-stick  behind 
him  aslant,  grasping  it  by  both  hands,  threw  his  head 
and  shoulders  forward,  so  that  he  stooped  as  he  walked ; 
and  the  afternoon  sun  flung  a  comically  squat  sil- 
houette of  him  against  walls  and  fences.  He  made  an 
unimpressive  appearance.  A  stranger  would  hardly 
have  believed  him  the  redoubtable  fighting  Harris  who 
had  won  the  battle  of  Kettle  Hill  in  the  Civil  War. 

Curiositv  had  only  been  whetted  bv  the  jreneral's 
brief  interview  with  Beth  Andrews.  Whichever  direc- 
tion he  glanced  from  under  his  hat-brim  now,  he  was 
aware  of  heads  hastily  withdrawn  from  windows  or 
shop-doors.  At  the  post-office  (jiilte  a  throng  of  people 
lined  tl:e  sldcwa'';.  That  wicked  old  T^nion  veteran, 
Dick  Hillary,  the  grocer,  who  had  lost  an  eye  under 
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Gonornl  Harris,  cam.'  out  from  liis  store  aftor  his  for- 
mer leader  had  gone  '>y,  and  as  |,e  sprayed  tobacco- 
juice  on  the  dust  of  the  street  he  condemned  his  own 
soul  to  torment,  to  express  his  sympathy.  It  seemed  as 
though  the  whole  town  were  vitally  concerned  in  the 
arrest  of  Handull  Harris.  Such  another  scandal  had 
not  arousefl  Beulah  since  Sum  Riggs's  wife  ran  away 
with  the  preacher. 

In  many  ways  the  humblest  of  men,  the  old  general 
was  in  others  the  proudest.  He  steadily  refused  to 
recognise  his  acciuaintances;  and  when  the  local  banker, 
Mr.  Joseph  P.  Andrews,  and  the  bank-cashier,  Sam 
Riggs,  both  bowed  to  him  through  the  bank-windows 
as  he  went  by,  he  pretended  not  to  see  them.  He  en- 
tered the  hallway  of  the  Bank  Building  which  led  to 
the  V    cc-rooms  on  the  upper  stories. 

The  office-door  at  which  he  stopped  after  climbing 
one  flight  of  stairs  bore  on  its  dusty  pane  of  glazed 
glass  the  plain  black  letters: 

GABRIEL  TRENCH, 
ATTORNEY  AT  LAW 

Uc  turned  the  doorknob,  opened  the  door  like  one 
who  was  familiar  with  the  place,  and  entered.  The 
law-office  was  large,  but  plainly  furnished.  Open  book- 
shelves, stutFed  with  row  on  row  of  calfskin  volumes  in 
all  stages  of  wear  from  pale  yellow  vouth  to  dark  brown 
age,  lined  the  walls.  In  the  middle  of  the  bare 
floor  stood  a  tall  rusty  stove,  empty  at  present— for 
the  month  was  July,— and  beside  it  a  flat  box  or  pan 
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of  sand  as  a  spittoon.  The  only  effort  at  adornment 
was  a  faded  oil  painting  of  John  Marshall;  and  the 
rest  of  the  furniture  consisted  chiefly  of  a  couple  of 
old  desks,  a  Remington  typewriter  on  a  stand,  half  a 
dozen  chairs,  and  a  square  wooden  clock.  A  small 
mulatto  boy,  with  a  great  slit  of  a  mouth  and  protrud- 
ing eyes  that  seemed  perpetually  astonished  at  what 
Ihey  saw  of  the  world,  was  amusing  himself  by  snapping 
a  rubber-band  at  flies  on  the  window-panes.  When 
tiie  door  opened,  he  abandoned  this  sport  reluctantly, 
but  as  soon  as  he  perceived  who  the  visitor  was,  he 
came  forward  at  a  jump. 

"  The  Jedge  is  busy  with  a  lady  just  now,  suh,"  he 
piped  by  rote,  "  and  Mr.  Nickell  has  went  out.  Won't 
you  be  seated.'*  " 

General  Harris  thanked  him,  sat  down,  and  began 
absent-mindedly  to  poke  his  stick  at  cracks  in  the  floor. 
The  little  mulatto  went  behind  the  stove,  where  he 
raised  himself  on  tiptoe  till  his  protruding  eyes  could 
stare  stealthily  over  the  top  of  it  at  the  pensive  fig- 
i  re  in  the  chair.  It  was  very  still  in  the  room.  Only 
the  flies  buzzed  against  the  panes,  the  clock  ticked,  and 
the  restive  stick  kept  tapping  at  the  floor. 

There  was  an  inner  ofBce  partitioned  off  from  the 
other,  and  marked  "  private."  Behind  the  closed  door 
of  this  inner-office  a  woman's  voice,  deep,  solemn,  and 
didactic,  could  be  heard  mouthing  an  unceasing  flow 
of  words ;  and  now  and  then  the  stream  of  sound  was 
augmented  by  the  placid  rumble  of  Judge  Trench's 
baritone.  A  listener  would  have  inferred  that  the  law- 
yer  had   urged   some   step   on   the   woman   which  had 
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greatly  excited  her.  She  was  declining  to  follow  his 
advice. 

After  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  door  of  the  private 
oflBce  opened,  and  the  client  came  out.  She  was  stiii 
talking  steadily  over  her  shoulder  at  the  old  lawyer, 
who  followed  her  and  shook  his  grey  head  in  disap- 
proval of  her  words;  and  her  absorption  in  the  topic 
of  her  conversation  prevented  her  at  first  from  noticing 
the  presence  of  General  Harris. 

"Mark  me  well!"  said  she,  in  a  solemn,  dogmatic 
manner,  which  revealed  a  deep  and  ponderous  kind  of 
excitement.  "  I  gave  him  more  than  a  mother's  care ! 
But  now  I  wash  my  hands  of  him.  This  is  too  much! 
Tliis  caps  the  climax  and  breaks  the  camel's  back.  He 
is  no  longer  a  nephew  of  mine !  I  disown  him !  Let 
the  law  take  its  course !  "  And  at  Judge  Trench's  con- 
tinued gestures  of  disapproval,  she  raised  her  voice 
and  repeated  more  loudly,  "  Mark  me  well !  I  wash  my 
hands!  Have  I  been  a  student  of  occult  science  for 
seventeen  years,  and  am.  I  now  to  disregard  its  warn- 
ings? Yesterday,  at  Lytle  Junction,  didn't  Mrs.  Hy- 
patia  Boggs,  who  gives  sittings  only  for  the  select 
few, — didn't  she  go  into  a  trance  and  warn  me  from 
my  deceased  papa-in-law  to  let  the  law  take  its  course? 
And  even  you  must  admit  my  husband's  father  knew 
the  law !  " 

"  Certainly,  Mrs.  Thome,"  replied  Judge  Trench  in 
liis  mild,  downright  way.  "  Old  Jarcd  Thome  was  a 
great  lawyer.  I  ought  to  know,  for  in  this  very  room 
I  spent  years  as  his  clerk.  But  whether  his  soul  car- 
ried with  it  his  legal  lore,  for  instance  liis  erudition 
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on  interstate  railway  law,  into  a  realm  where  it  must  be 
superfluous,  might  raise  a  puzzling  question.  How- 
ever, that's  not  the  point.  This  is  a  matter  of  cowi- 
passion  for  a  thoughtless,  reckless  youngster,  who  has 
been  spoiled  by  previous  indulgence,  and  makes  a  mis- 
step. If  you  are  resolved  to  abandon  your  poor,  fool- 
ish nephew     ..." 

"  I  have  washed  my  hands!"  the  lady  declared  even 
more  violently,  waving  the  said  members  before  her  as 
though  to  drv  them  in  the  air.  "  I  cannot  disregard 
my  deceased  papa-in-law's  message !  Let  the  law  take 
its  courst  \  I  cherished  a  serpent  in  my  bosom !  Mark 
me  well !    I  wash  my  hands  of  him !  " 

She  was  a  portly  woman,  impressive  In  every  gesture 
and  tone.  Clad  in  rustling  black  silk,  a  crape  bonnet  on 
her  head,  the  crape  falling  like  a  Lethean  wave  down 
l^,j.  back,— something  In  her  profile  struck  almost  all 
observers  at  first  sight  as  vaguely  familiar.  Then  of 
a  sudden  It  would  dawn  on  them  that  this  profile  was 
that  of  the  lamented  Queen  Victoria,  only  larger  and 
flcsliier.  There  were  the  same  arched  eyebrows,  the  re- 
ceding forehead,  and  heavy  Hanoverian  nose.  A  brown 
mole  accentuated  her  chin;  and  on  her  upper  hp  the 
hirsute  darkness  suited  well  the  masculine  timbre  of  her 

voice.  _  J  J         4. 

Widow  Thome's  wealth,  original  notions,  and  devout 
liellef  In  occult  science  had  long  made  her  a  conspicu- 
ous personage  In  Beulah.  And  this  was  the  lady  who, 
turning  now  with  a  red  flush  of  vexation  on  her  cheeks, 
percen"d  General  Harris,  and  bowed  to  him  as  he 
stood  up. 
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«'  How  d'y'  do,  sir,"  said  she.     "  Deny  now,  sir,  if 
you  can,  that  there  is  communication  with  the  spirit 
world!     Over  a  month  ago,  on  the  twentieth  day  of 
May,  Mrs.  Hypatia  Boggs,  the  noted  psychic  at  Lytle 
Junction,  warned  me  of  this.    In  her  own  parlour,  with 
the  window-shades  drawn,  and  that  suspicious  old  cat 
of  a  Kate  Ogram  holding  her  hands,  she  warned  me  m 
the  language  of  my  beloved  husband,  Jefferson  Thome, 
who's  been  dead  these  seven  years,— she  warned  me  to 
beware,— that  one  of  my  relations  was  plotting  agamst 
me.    Now  then !    Answer  me  that !  " 

«  You  must  pardon  me,"  General  Harris  said.  "  I 
know  none  of  the  particulars  regarding  either  my  son 
or  your  nephew.  I  have  come  in  to  learn  them  from 
Judge  Trench,  now  that  he  is  back  from  New  York." 
"You  will  hear  a  remarkable  confirmation  of  the 
truths  of  occult  science,  mark  me  well!  But  there  are 
none  so  blind  as  those  that  won't  see !  Good  after- 
noon." .  ,  ^  ,  I 
"  Tag! "  cried  Judge  Trench.    "  Where's  that  boy ! 

Open  the  door  for  Mrs.  Thome,  Tag." 

The  little  mulatto  emerged  from  behind  the  stove 
with  a  wild  stare  and  pulled  open  the  door;  and  the 
portlv  widow  issued  forth  into  the  hallway,  tummg 
around,  however,  as  she  departed,  to  lift  a  black-gloved 
forefinger  of  triumphant  knowledge  at  t^e  men. 

"Well,  Tom?"  said  the  old  lawyer,  when  the  door 
had  closed  behind  the  lady. 

"Well,  Gaorlol?"  said  General  Harris  in  a  lowered 
voice  of 'apprehension,  bracing  himself  like  one  who 
prepares  for  a  shock. 
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Judge  Trench  laid  his  hands  on  the  other's  shoul- 
ders, shook  him  gently,  and  regarded  him  the  while 
with  mild  but  intent  blue  eyes. 

"  Cheer  up,  Tom,"  said  he.  «  Remember,  a  stumble 
often  prevents  a  fall.  Your  boy  has  stumbled  a  little, 
it's  true.  But  he's  not  near  so  black  as  this  flood  of 
printer's  ink  has  daubed  him.  Come  inside,  and  I'll 
tell  you  all  about  it." 
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JUDGE  TRENCH  shut  the  door  of  his  private 
office,  let  himself  down  on  a  leather-seated  pivot- 
ch' ir,   crossed  his  thick   legs,  settled  his   double 
chin   comfortably   between   the  wide  walls   of   his   old- 
fashioned   collar,   and    delivered   a    round   unvarnished 
tale. 

He  told  how  Randall  Harris,  having  abjured  all  wild 
escapades  during  his  final  3'ear  at  Harvard  Law  School 
and  won  his  degree  with  honours,  took  a  run  down  to 
the  New  London  boatraces.  In  an  evil  hour  the  careless, 
amiable  young  gentleman  fell  in  with  an  old  playmate 
from  Bculah,  one  Zachary  Gilmore,  the  good-for- 
naught  nephew  of  Mrs.  Thome.  Zachary,  though  not 
a  college  man,  entered  but  too  fully  into  the  spirit  of 
the  occasion.  They  drank  to  Harvard's  success  before 
the  'varsity  race,  and  for  consolation  after.  Then  they 
were  invited  to  go  down  to  New  York  on  young  Jar- 
vis's  yacht:  and  during  this  moonlight  trip  a  strange 
vapour,  rising  from  emptied  bottles  of  champagne  and 
beer  and  from  those  enchanting  cigars  that  never  in 
after-life  have  quite  so  delicious  an  aroma,  begirt  Ran- 
dall's head:  and  four  deuces  which  he  held  loomed  up 
as  big  as  four  kings. 

"  In  short,"  said  Judge  Trench,  "  Randall  was  so 
far  behind  the  game,  that  he  had  to  give  his  promissory 
note  at  thirty  days  for  seven  hundrpr?  .ind  fifty  dollar?. 

11 


^^m. 


12 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


I  learned  this  from  other  sources,  for  while  the  young- 
ster was  frank  enough  on  all  his  other  troubles,  he  was 
close  as  an  oyster  on  that." 

"Who  holds  that  note?"  demanded  General  Harris. 

"  Roger  Sackbutt,  a  son  of  old  Hawley  Sackbutt  of 
Lytic  Junction." 

At  that  the  general  said  nothing,  but  looked  par- 
ticularly black,  for  he  had  maintained  a  (juarrel  of 
years'  standing  with  old  Hawley  Sackbutt  over  a  land 
deal. 

"Cio  on!"  said  he  finally,  in  a  hoarser  voice,  draw- 
ing down  his  shaggy  grey  brows. 

^  The  lawyer  ficscribed  the  adventures  of  Randall  and 
his  companion    after  they   left    the  yacht.     They   put 
up  at  the  Gilsey  House  in  New  York,  and  started  out 
to  see  the  town.     In  a  day  or  so  their  pockets  bal- 
looned in  the  wind.     And  then  occurrecl  the  event  that 
created   so   much  scandal.      Zachary   Gilmore,   without 
taking    Randall     into     his     confidence,     forged     Mrs. 
Thome's  signature  to  a  cheque  for  two  liundred  dollars. 
He  hafl  done  almost  the  same  thing  before  on  drunken 
frolics,   and   his    foolish   indulgent   aunt   had   forgiven 
him  and  allowed  pavment  on  the  cheques.      This  cheque 
he  cashed  at  the  offices  of  Snow  &  Company,  a  brok- 
cr.ige,    real    estate,   and    investment   banking   firm    on 
Nassau    Street    which    handled   some    investments    for 
Mrs.  Thome  and  knew  her  nephew.     During  the  day, 
however.  Snow  took  the  precaution  of  telegraphing  to 
Beulah  about    the  cheque.     This  was  Zacliary's  undo- 
ing, for  if  he  could  Iiave  confessed  the  act  to  his  aunt 
first  she  would   prol)abIy  have   fortriven   him.      But   as 
he  stayed  for  another  night's  fun  in  New  York,  Mrs. 
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Thome  was  informed  of  his  offence  through  others; 
and  flying  into  a  violent  rage  she  repudiated  cheque 
and  nephew  together.  Snow  &  Company  were  mem- 
bers of  the  American  Bankers'  Association,  which  sees 
to  it  that  such  crimes  against  its  members  do  not  go 
unpunished.  A  warrant  was  sworn  out,  and  a  couple 
of  officers  in  plain  clothes  were  sent  to  arrest  the  cul- 
prit. 

Zachary  Gihnorc  was  found  rc'^istcrcd  at  the  Gilsey 
House;  but,  although  the  two  pleasure-seekers  were 
separately  registered,  their  rooms  adjoined  and  they 
were  using  them  in  common.  It  was  about  nine 
o'clock  in  the  evening  when  the  officers  unceremoni- 
ously entered  Zachar3/'s  room  and  found  Randall  Har- 
ris lounging  there  half-dressed.  His  companion  had 
gone  into  the  next  room  to  shave.  The  two  young 
men  were  of  much  the  same  height,  build,  and  age,  and 
Randall  answered  the  general  description  quite  well. 

On  the  officers'  pulling  out  their  warrant  and  laying 
hands  on  Randall,  he  put  up  a  tremendous  fight  and 
knocked  one  down  with  a  siphon-jar.  The  struggle 
went  on  all  about  the  room;  chairs  and  tables  were 
knocked  over,  the  furniture  smashed,  and  the  entire 
hotel  alarmed,  before  ihe  youngster  was  handcuffed. 
And  meanwliile  Zachary  Gil.iiore  had  climbed  out  of 
a  window  and  down  a  fire-escape,  leaving  behind  him 
his  hat,  coat,  collar,  and  almost  all  of  the  ill-gotten 
money. 

"Was  my  boy  hurt.?"  asked  General  Harris,  when 
the  narrative  had  proceeded  thus  far. 

"  A  ff'w  bruises.-  -rojiiHrkflhly  few,  for  tlic  dcsprratc 
resistance    he    made,"    said    Judge    Trench.     "Thef 
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took  him  and  the  money  over  to  the  Tenderloin  Police 
Station  on  Thirtieth  Street,  where  he  gave  them  his 
right  name.  That's  how  the  yellow  journals  got 
started.  They  at  once  gave  the  affair  a  sensational 
write-up  with  your  son  figuring  as  the  forger.  The 
mistake  was  found  out  Tuesday  when  Snow  had  a  look 
at  the  prisoner.  Since  then  the  police  have  been 
hunting  Mrs.  Thome's  nephew,  but  he  seems  to  have 
evaporated." 

"And  how  about  Randall?  " 

"The  magistrate  at  Jefferson  Market  Court  hap- 
pened to  be  a  Southern  man,  named  Kilbreth,  Jim  Kil- 
breth;  and  Randall's  manner  made  a  good  impression 
on  hun.     Even  the  arresting  officer  spoke  a  good  word 
for  him  and  admitted  that  he  might  have  misunder- 
stood their  purpose  in  laying  hands  on  him.     So  he 
was    dismissed    with    a    reprimand."      Judge    Trench 
propped  his  broad  back  against  the  edge  of  the  lit- 
tered dcik  and  fixed  a  musing  gaze  on  the  general,  who 
sat  and  poked  his  stick  with  singular  persistence  at  a 
threadbare  design  in   the  carpet.     "Well.?"  said  the 
old  lawyer    mildly,  when  silence  had  reigned  for  some 
minutes. 

"Is  Randall  coming  home  soon'^"  asked  (Joneral 
Harris  without  looking  up, 

"  He  was  to  follow  me  on  the  next  train,"  said  tlio 
judge;  and  leaning  forward  he  laid  his  big  thick  hand 
on  the  other's  knee.  «  Yes,  the  boy  promise,  to  come 
home,  Tom.  He  didn't  want  to  at  first,-talked 
wildly  of  going  to  Cuba,  or  working  his  passage  to 
South    Africa     on     a     cattle-steamer.— of      anything 
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rather  than  face  you  after  this.  But  I  reasoned  with 
him,  and  he  decided  at  last  to  come  for  his  mother's 
sake.  ...  It  isn't  my  place,  Tom,  to  step  be- 
tween father  and  son,  though  I'm  about  the  oldest 
friend  you've  got.     .     .     ." 

"  Speak  out,  Gabriel,"  said  the  general,  whose  mous- 
tachcd  mouth  had  got  much  sterner.  "You  think 
I'm  too  harsh  with  hitii,  eh?  " 

"You're   built    on    straight    lines,    Tom,    like   your 
father,  old  '  Contrcras'  Harris;  and  perhaps  you  don't 
allow   enough    for   the   complexities    of   a    nature   like 
Randall's.     He's    got    much    of    his    mother's    baffling 
temperament  as   it  was   when   she  was   vouno-.      It's   a 
nature  full  of  grand  promise  either  for  good  or  evil. 
He   should   be    handled   with   extreme   care.     His   im- 
pressions   are   quick    and    subtle.     lie's    sensitive    and 
emotional, — yes,   and   prouder  than    Lucifer  under  all 
his  laughing  careless  manner.     That  stubborn  vein  in 
him — forgive   me,   Tom,   for   plain   speaking — he   gets 
from  your  side  of  the  house.     So  don't  think  Randall 
isn't  sorry  and  won't   try  to  redeem  liiniself  just  be- 
cause he  refuses  to  eat  much  crow.     He  isn't  the  crow- 
eating  kind.     You'll  bear  that  in  iniiid,  won't  you?" 
^  "  I'll— I'll  think  over  it,  Gabriel,"  said  General  JI:ir- 
rls,  getting  up  and  buttoning  his  frock-coat  with  de- 
termined  fingers.     "I    mustn't   forget,   cither,   that   a 
father  has  his  duties.     Randall  has  reached  the  part- 
ing of  the  ways.     This  I  -,t  outbreak  has  brought  him 
so   near   to   infamy— so   near     .     .     ."     And   the   old 
soldier's  voice  frayed  out  in  a  sudden  quaver,  and  his 
brown  hand  played  restlessly  on  the  white  rose  at  his 
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lioart.  "  My  boy  must  choose  now  between  honour  and 
•  lishonour.  ...  I  only  wish  to  God  I  knew  what 
lo  do  to  steady  him!  " 

"  Suppose  you  let  him  browse  around  my  office  here, 
till  he's  ready  for  his  state  bar  examinations.  Then 
will  be  time  enough  to  see." 

"  It's  very  kind  of  you,  Gabriel,"  General  Harris 
Niiid  gratefully,  and  put  on  his  hat.  "Very  kind.  I 
couldn't  ask  anything  better,  and  wc  can  watch  if  he 
means  to  settle  down." 

When  the  general  descended  the  stairs  and  started 
lioiricward  down  the  street,  he  walked  less  dejectedly. 
His  hat-brim  was  pushed  up  higher,  liis  eyes  no  longer 
sought  the  ground.  Indeed  his  bearing  was  so  much 
more  elate  that,  as  he  was  passing  Dick  Hillary's 
grocery,  the  old  reprobate  of  a  grocer,  who  happened 
to  be  at  the  door,  stiffened  himself  into  the  attitude 
of  a  ramrod,  brought  one  palm  smartly  up  alongside 
the  blind  eye,  and  presuming  on  past  services,  cried 
out: 

"All  present  *r  accounted  fer,  gin'ral.  What 
cheer.?  " 

"  Not  so  bad,  Dick,"  said  the  general,  pausing  with 
a  smile.  "  They  arrested  my  boy  by  mistake.  He 
was  released,  arid  ought  to  get  home  on  the  next  'bus." 

"  Hooray !  "  roared  old  Dick,  in  such  excitement  as 
to  swallow  his  quid.  "  Hip-hip-hooray !  "  He  tossed 
up  his  cloth  cap,  jumped  into  the  air,  cracked  his 
heels  together,  and  roared  again.  "Hooray!  I 
know-edit!     Sound  off !     Hooroo-o!" 

It  was   the   supper  hour,   nnd   at   Dirk's   thundprouR 
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bellow  all  the  neighbours  ran  out  thinking  that  he  and 
his  wife  were  having  one  of  their  domestic  arguments. 
Sam  Riggs,  the  bank-cashier,  who  roomed  at  Mrs. 
Kraus's  across  the  street  and  h;..l  just  como  from 
work,  pushed  open  the  green  shutters  of  his  room  on 
the  second  story,  thrust  his  lean  dark  face  out,  and 
laughrd  and  nodded  at  Dick's  antics  as  though  he  un- 
derstood. 

But  Cieneral  Harris  liinpofl  steadily  on  up  the 
street,  around  the  corner,  and  out  along  the  short 
space  of  country  road  which  separated  his  house  from 
the  eastern  edge  of  town. 

The  Harris  homestead  was  a  ])laiii  brick  mansion 
with  white  porches.  It  stood  conspicuously  on  a 
green  hill  overlooking  the  Ohio  River  and  the  wooded 
stretch  of  Ohio  shore  beyond.  A  gravel  driveway 
wound  up  the  easy  slope  of  the  lawn  from  a  dark 
clump  of  tall  pines  which  cast  a  gloom  upon  the  moss- 
flecked  stone  posts  and  iron  gate  at  the  entrance  to 
the  grounds. 

Inside  his  own  premises,  General  Harris  halted, 
with  his  hands  and  stick  behind  him,  and  looked  all 
aroimd.  His  meditative  gaze  wandered  over  the  wide 
expanse  of  tilled  soil.  The  mellow  glow  of  the  setting 
sun  brought  out  tones  of  richest  colour  on  the  land- 
scape, like  the  full  swell  of  an  orchestra.  Up  near 
the  ridge  three  sturdy  field-lianfls  were  trooping  along 
the  fence,  and  as  they  came  they  sang  together  a  quaint- 
rumbling  negro  melody,  into  which  chimed  swectlv  the 
tinkle  of  a  cow-bell  from  the  grassy  bottoms,  where 
little  black  Tim   was  driving   Uie  cattle  to   the  barn. 
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Upon  „|1  „,Ht  br„.,|  acrea^,  rich  in  tobacco  and  com 
wl..ch  had  boon  in  .l,c  u,„il^  f„c  f„„,  generation,    Z 
Koncrar»  troubled  eve,  d,e,t.  Tbe  Ha„le,. "I        ; 
l..rn    l„u.  ^nven   tin,  land  ^oar,  of  .self-denial,  dailv 

.  .vo  .,H,  ,„™,orie,  „f  ,|,e,„.      ,t  bad  Lcona.  a  par,  of 
tl,c  KcneralV  I,  e.     Mo  loved  it  a»  he  loved  l,is  fLniiv' 
honour    a,    ,e  loved  the  thougld  of  hi.s  .ife',  ten.  er 
ann,,  about  lu,  neck,  as  l,e  loved  his  .,irri„„  n,en, 
of  «artn„e.     l,ut  „,„.-  ,„       ,,  .bi,,^;       ,.„«  .^     ™     ^ 
n.».  ,•  »a,  h„„.  cl,eerf„„,  be  .-ould  .treuder  a",'! 
.1.  .f  the  sacrifice  could  cheek  bis  son's  hcadlouR  do.n- 

l-.UIc  Junehon    ean.e    past.      He    ,„tched    it  ea^erlv 
l.opmK  ,t  would  stop  and  Jet  „ff  tbal  san,e  wild  inwi-' 
able    vonnj,    jjentleman    whose    repenlcl    n,iscoudu,t 

n^er,  J.ud  Klbs    who  was  lounpn^  „„  ,be  bo.v  with 

V  "  'T '" '""  """"■■•  ■  '•■■  """•''■'  "»  '"•  l-.i  l.i^ 

.up  on  the  run,ps  of  his  skinnv  horses;  and  the  faded 
old   Kreen-and-yellow   vehicle   rattled   on    through   the 

irarns    then    turned    away    and    walked    towards    the 

Then  a  clink  of  the  iron  latch  behind  bin,  ,nade  him 

«i."l  about.     A  slender  tallish  .voun^  fellow  had   iusT 

«-ung  ,n  at  the  gate,  carrying  a  brown  suit-c^sc '     d 

epp,ng   w„h   a  ,i,„nt,.   but   very    resolute   air.     M 

s.ght  of  the  general  the  newcomer  had  .topped  short. 


ini^'jj^.'r^9:*i«^, 
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and  .een,ed  for  tl,e  „,„,„.„.  ,„  ,„,„  ,„„,,  „,  ,,,  ^^^^_^ 

""     „;""'""»'  y""   »<-l.in't   got  ho„,c   l„- 
•"^M.       He  spoke  ■„   a  uwlUr-of-facl   tone,   for  ho 

-v.:'x;r;;:i:.--  -  ■■•'^!^ 

"f  r,  and  tightening  Ins  Jips. 

He   dropped   the  suit-case,   folded    h,\ 

h.-«  chest,  „.„  s,eadn,  .e«a;,;:M,t  .heMir::: 
::;""« r'  ""-''•  "■ '.-  -it  „,  dark ,  „ :; 

and  tan  shoes,   with  a  broad-brimmed  whit,  felt  Ut' 

-ThLi^ti^'^i^oj^r/r^^^^^ 

^™-e,es«.cke„dasthe,.et.he'J.'::it 

ri,'  ^?'  '  "'!i°''  ''*'■'•  R''"'la]l,"  said  General  Har- 
n>.  after  a  brief  contemplation   of  thi.   n        i 

oTr.::;:-^;,;;';:.  n  r  "-  -  -- 

'™..»^--»  »W;  3.ouV:'brwat„V"  C  ditT  "" 
over  on  tlu.  T  ,.fl-.  >i  i  ^  "'""  *  ^oniP 

r  on  the  Lule   bus;-how  did  vou  get  here?" 
The  jouno.  „,,„>,  ,,,,,  ^^j^  ^^,^j^j^^_^^  • 

f'ls  hands  into  his  trouser-nork-of      1         .     , 

iake  the  bo„t   t„  „ ...: -^    '  ..      "■""Kht  1,1  just 


'"^e  the  boat  to  Hiverview  ,;.„,ii„;;;:r:  ■:; 
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'bus.     I  left  my  trunks  down  there  and  walked  it  the 
rest  of  the  way." 

*'  But  it's  a  five  mile  tramp.  You  never  were  such  a 
lover  of  walking  before." 

"Oh,  well;-  poverty  is  a  teacher  of  new  virtues," 
said  Randall  with  another  short  lau^du  "  I've  spent 
a  deal  of  your  money  lately,  sir; — thought  I'd  save 
'bus  hire." 

"Was  that  it.^"  asked  General  Harris.  "Or  was  it 
because  you  feared  you  might  meet  some  folks  from 
Beulab  on  the  'bus.=^"  He  was  silent  a  little  while, 
and  then  added,  "  It  wasn't  ploasajit  for  me  to-day, 
either,  to  look  my  old  neighbours  in  the  face." 

"  A  pack  of  gossiping  old  scandal-mongers !"  pas- 
sionately cried  Randall,  biting  his  lips.  "  They  do 
nothing  but  jabber  lies  and  iiiean  remarks  anyhow, — 
tliat  Beth  Andrews  and  all  the  rest  of  the  backbiting 
h)t!  What  do  I  care  what  thev  say!  Not  a  bans! 
Not  I!  Let  them  drivel  on!  Time  and  '  against  the 
crew  of  them !" 

As  if  to  vent  the  bitterness  within  him,  he  gave  a 
stone  a  kick  in  the  direction  of  Beulab,  whose  grey 
slate  steeple  and  huddle  of  roofs  rose  over  a  irreen 
flounce  of  foliasre. 

"Well,  go  on  up  to  the  house,  Randall,"  said  his 
father  with  a  sigh.  "  It  isn't  a  very  joyous  home- 
conilng,  but  we'll  do  the  best  we  can." 

"  I  didn't  expect  fatted  veal  on  my  return,"  said 
the  prodigal,  and  for  the  first  time  he  smiled  in  his 
old,  easy,  careless  maimer. 

'*  f    wish   your   mother   could    take   the   situation    as 
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philosophically  as   yourself,"  the  general  quietly  con- 
tinued.    "  Still,  she's  able  to  sit  up  again  now.*' 

The  young  man's  pride  and  pretenci'  crumbled  in 
an  instant  at  the  words.  All  his  face  quivered  and 
tun.L.  ^roy,  and  he  caught  hold  of  his  father's  sleeve 
H^  xiDUsly. 

'Mothir.'"    stammered    he.     "  Motlier   sick    again? 

Y^u    don't    r,,ean    she's    had    another    attack    because 

because     .      ,      ." 

"I  tried  to  conceal  the  news  from  her,  but  she  found 

out.     It  brought  on  an  attack  whicli  alarmed  us  verv 

much.     I  dared  not  leave  her,  and  had  to  send  Judge 

Trench  to  New  York  alone.      The  old   doctor  was  hi 

despair,   and   insisted   on    our   calling    in    Dr.    Bradley 

for     consultation,     whom     usually    he    derides.      They 

worked  over  her  all  night  before"  she  rallied.      Go  on 

up  to  the   house,"  said   the  general   sternly.      "  She'll 

be  glad  to  learn  from  you  that  it  was  a  simdl  matter, 

and  that  you  don't  care  a  hang." 

"My  God!"  groaned  the  miserable  young  man. 
For  upwards  of  a  minute  he  stood  perfectly  still. 
Then  suddeidy  he  snatched  off'  his  white  hat  and  daslied 
it  to  the  ground  in  an  extravagance  of  gesture  which 
showed  how  little  of  his  father's  composure  his  own 
emotional  temperament  possessed.  Thrustinf>-  his 
fingers  wildly  through  his  curiy  brown  hair  "till  it 
stuck  out  in  all  directions,  he  ran  like  a  decrhound 
straight  up  the  lawn  towards  the  house. 


m 

IN  the  Beulah  Weekly  Star,  opposite  the  latest 
market  quotations  and  directly  under  the  adver- 
tisement of  Dr.  Price's  Horse  Liniment,  ap- 
peared from  time  to  time  a  few  inches  of  poetry  under 
the  modest  pseudonym  "  Ame  de  Doulcur."  It  was 
an  open  secret  that  the  mysterious  songstress  was 
^Nliss  Parthenia  Andrews,  the  banker's  elder  sister. 
SalHe  McFardle,  the  milliner,  who,  being  a  sentimental 
soul,  read  every  word  religiously  and  detected  strokes 
of  genius  or  poetic  license  even  in  typographical  er- 
rors, said  the  verses  were  "  real  fine !"  Such  was  the 
prevailing  opinion.  The  Star's  enterprising  editor, 
]M  .  Henry  K.  Smart,  who  wore  a  cutaway  coat  and 
white  necktie,  used  bay  rum,  and  aspired  semi-oc- 
casionally  to  the  state  legislature,  referred  to  Miss 
Parthenia  in  all  .society  notes  as  "  the  talented  poetess 
whose  original  contributions  appear  exclusively  in 
our  columns," 

The  poetess  herself  was  looked  upon  as  a  local 
curiosity.  Carelessly  dressetl,  striding  up  and  down 
under  the  elms  beside  the  old  Bloodgood  mansion  or 
ti-aversing  the  village  streets,  the  tall  gaunt  woman 
presented  an  odd  aspect.  It  was  her  habit  to  carrv 
a   large  yellow-backed   notebook     for     jotting     down 
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fugitive  thoughts;  and  it  was  not  unusual  foi-  her  to 
stop  of  a  sudden  on  the  sidewalk,  draw  a  fountain-pen 
from  the  coils  of  her  sparse  back-hair,  and  scribble  at 
n  furious  rate.  In  spite  of  a  pair  of  stocl-rimmed 
spectacles  she  was  very  near-sighted,  and  when  seized 
by  one  of  these  inspirations,  poked  her  nose  ahnost 
into  her  notebook. 

All  this  fed  amusement  to  the  town.  There  are 
always  serving  maids  to  laugh  at  Thales  whose  gaze 
is  on  the  sky.  But  Miss  Parthenia's  vagaries  of  man- 
ner did  her  an  injustice.  The  poetess  was  really  a 
woman  of  excellent  qualities,  capable  of  strong  com- 
monscnse  on  occasion;  and  the  best  proof  of  this  was 
that  she  had  remained  the  lifelong  chosen  friend  and 
intimate  companion  of  General  Tom  Harris's  wife. 
Nobody  in  Beulah  questioned  the  acumen  of  gentle 
Mrs.  Harris,  who  for  years  (until  her  health  failed) 
liad  been  the  undisputed  social  leader  and  foremost  in 
all  church  work. 

Tlie  day  after  the  prodigal's  return,  Miss  Parthenia 
Andrews  brought  her  sewing  and  notebook  in  a  capa- 
cious wristbag  of  black  satin,  and  spent  the  afternoon 
with  Mrs.  Harris.  It  was  long  after  five  o'clock  when 
she  drew  a  pair  of  white  cotton  gloves  over  her  lanj-e 
knuckles  an<l  shutting  her  ears  to  all  protests  tied  he 
hriiiiiel-strings  under  her  chin. 

"  Kun  upstairs,  dear,  and  fetch  Dr.  Moregraves," 
said  Mrs.  Harris  to  her  daughter;  and  having  sent 
tlie  cliild  out  of  the  room  on  this  pretext,  tlie  poor 
hidy  fell  on  her  visitor's  neck  and  burst  into  tears. 

"Why — why — why — why,"    murmured     the     great 


24 


THE    RLACK    SHEEP 


homely  woman  in  a  soothing  tone,  und  patted  "'^rs. 
Harris's  checks.  "What's  n-  matter?  What  docs 
this  moan,  Julia?" 

Mrs.  Harris  was  a  fra^nc  liftlc  creature  with  a 
pallid  blue-veined  forehead  and  a  sweet  t'"red  mouth 
and  big  eyes  that  seemed  the  very  skylights  of  her 
soul. 

"  It's  my  poor  boy,"  she  said.  "  My  poor  wild 
headlong  boy!  Oh,  wlvat  can  be  done,  I'arthy,  to 
steady  him!— to  give  him  some  purpose!  Iwist  night, 
when  he  got  home,  he  rushed  into  tlie  house  and  threw 
himself  on  his  knees  here  beside  my  chair,  and  buried 
his  face  in  my  lap,  and  told  me  how  sorrv  he  was. 
But,  oh,  how  can  he  ever  be  good  and  stronir  and 
bravo  like  his  father." 

"Tut,  tut !  Randy  has  done  nothing  yet  to  cause 
all  this  despair.  It's  only  the  fiery  metal  of  youth 
cooling  in  the  mould.  He's  one  of  my  favourites.  He'll 
settle  down.  Those  natures  that  ripen  too  soon  are 
rotted  at  the  core." 

"My  hope  and  prayer  has  been  that  he  might  fall 
in  love  with  some  good  sensible  clever  girl.  It  would 
be  his  salvation." 

"Hmp!"  said  Miss  Parthcnia  with  a  wry  mouth, 
thinking  perhaps  of  the  yeai-s  slie  liad  been  an  un- 
gathered  rose  on  the  ancestral  tree.  "  He's  more  apt 
to  pick  out  some  silly  chirk  for  her  pretty  face.  Most 
men  do.  They  think  matrimony  is  ji  library  where 
they  have  no  time  to  look  into  the  books  first.  They 
choose  ono  by  its  binding,  and  when  they  find  the  text 
worthless,  cry  out  they've  been   cheated.     Then  they 
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make  it  a  circulating  library.      .      .       .      Now  there 
was  Sam  Riggs." 

"  Oh,  horrors !  A  wife  like  that  would  be  my  boy's 
ruin  I" 

*'  Well,  well ;  it's  too  soon  to  weep,  my  dear.     These 
January  showers  won't  help  the  harvest."       And  Miss 
Parthenia   stroked   the    invalid's    thin    hands.     "We'll 
take  care  to  steer  Randy    through    any    sentimental 
breakers  into  the  haven  of — er — sensible  attachment." 

"  Beth's  mother  and  I,  you  know,"  said  the  invalid 
more  quietly,  "  we  often  used  to  talk  about  our  chil- 
dren, as  young  mothers  will, — b.-fore  she  died.  We 
had  it  all  planned  that  Randall  and  Beth  were  to  fall 
in  love," 

"And  Cupid  wouldn't  follow  your  plans  and  speci- 
fications, eh.?  No;  he's  not  a  wage-worker— though 
some  think  to  hire  him  by  the  day.  Did  I  ever  read 
you  that  sonnet  I  called  'The  Locksmith'?     It  runs: 

'  The  little  pod  applied  one  day  to  be 
A  gamt'keeper;  for  he    ...     for  he    .    .    .' 

How  did  it  go.?  I  must  have  my  rough  draft  of  it 
here."  The  poetess  made  as  if  to  loosen  the  strings 
of  her  wristbag  to  consult  her  notebook. 

"  Beth  has  grown  to  be  such  a  dear,  sweet,  clever 
girl,"  said  Mrs.  Harris  somewhat  hastily.  "  I  wish 
we  coul.l  contrive  to  have  my  poor  Randall  fall  in  love 
with  her." 

At  that  Miss  Parthenia  forewent  her  (juest  and  with 
a  ringing  laugh  took  a  turn  across  the  room. 

"Why   do   you   laugh,   Parthv? "     denianded   Mr«. 
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i'arrKs,  looking  a  little  vexed.     "  i  thnn   u. 
condemn  mv  bov— iikn  *h       *u         thought  you  didn'i 
"  r  do  't  >  »      ■  others." 

•■■■".or!"    Au7tZrTl::-     "'""■''O  '»  .ee  hi,„ 

°-...  of  her  cia.,  Bachelor  of  I  tsf'  it'"" 
'«mmg  with  Advanced  Thouihf  h  ,  **""  '"''"" 
"Pon  the  snowy  peak,    of  °   •  '"'"■'    "S'"" 

-here  she  is  pr^epL^Lg  .hL  .':r  ?"  ■'*"''^°'"'^- 
»WIed  'Woman's  Intercla,n-''r'"'"*  '"'''''''''' 
to  yoke  her  lofty  mind  to  !         "^'^"'''"■tance.'-she 

dear  Julia,  she'd'trrpe  the  C:r"u    Z"''^'  "^ 
rve  set  tk'p,„:k:;t"  ^-"^  T   -'"'■«  «-  -er. 

to-lr!:;  :hl!!::s,rarLrr  ^'-^»"-  she 

She  reads  them  Ion;  passal  „,  ,,""  '"  ""'''"'''■ 
J%  don't  know  what'al  Thtt  L  T  «""'  '"•"-• 
but  they  sit  twiddling  their  thumK  f"'*"  ™'^'""'' 
»i»e  and  interested."  ^'  ""''  '■■>"  '"  look 

«"n'r;i"  J:  Ltc  ^t  r,  "--•  -  Beth 
'-. -hough":  tr„r:;,:: ::;-'- ■•-<>- 

then  smote  her  hands  together  !„d    U    ""?'""'  ''"' 
on  the  nearest  chair.  '''"'''P"^  ^"t  down 
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"The  vcrj    thing!"  cried    slin.         a 
rubbing  the  thumb  of  herToUon  I'l  ""    "^^"*' 

and  sco«h-ng  in   deeo  r.fl    !  ^  ^"'"'^  ^^^  ^^P« 

tcred  she  atls  .  "^Bet  Ts  i;"',  7^'^  ""^^  "  -^- 
^  crabbed  old  .aid  too  ^  ^  "^  f /^^^  -*° 
-  ;>HstiJ,^  as  she  had  sat  do.n        '        ^"'  '^^  ^°'  "^ 

"What  are  jou  thinking  of,  Paifhv?»„       •    ^    , 
invaiid.  ^      '  ^^^^^yr     enquired  the 

"  I'm  thinking  it's  timn  T  ,„„     t 

the  p„ofes,s.     "!fs  Bait        T' JT^'  "^  ^'^""  ^^'i 

to   tl.o  „,n„,d   to  '    u        :;•'"*''''  ^'"='  Soing  close 
41-   I-  »='    lu   squint   at    the   clock       "  T'l,^   >ii    l 

gels  so  „„„,od  wl,e„  r„  „„t  u„der  her  perfotl       ^^' 
vision.     So  good-b^e  i  "  Personal  super- 

i  have,"  ll.ss  Partlienia  reoliM      i>       •       . 
sunshine  „„   the  doorsill    she  ,T  "«  '"  ""' 

over  her  shoulder  and    dret   ht^Wa^c'r^'"'-^"'"' 
resolute  gesture  over  her  wrist      "  P  ?   "'"'    » 

an  arbiter  of  sentiment.     It,  j^^t  th:"sort'"„1  '"-t 
for  a  poet."  ^^t  of  a  job 

Indian  Knob^Ltdtn^sWr  "T"'  ""'''  '"«' 
but  the  lower  leveU  haTf        ^         ""  ""^  '"'""'?=. 

and  shadows  ^r  ad  ^he  firff  "'  "'^"^  «''"'"-^- 
night.  It  wasTe  tranln  h™^'  P^monitions  of 
""agi„ati..e   activ^^      ^   the  ""'  ""'^"'"^  '» 

».ong  the  dust,  roa^dside'lnt  '^JyTZ'  h"  ■'"'^ 
»'    -    >eft     hand   an    untriin  J  IhZi^he  'ge Tnd 
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wilderness  of  saplings  which  enclosed  a  ruinous  old 
building  known  rs  "  the  Barracks  »  and  reputed  to  be 
haunted,— her  step  became  slower  and  slower  as  her 
mind  was  engrossed  more  deeply  by  the  theme  on  which 
it  laboured. 

"All    I    need    is    an    inspiration,"    murmured    she. 
"  Where  is  my  muse?  " 

Though   the   untrimmed  hedge  extended   nearly   to 
the  edge  of  town,  there  was  a  narrow  gap  in  it,  some 
three  hundred  yards  below  the  ruinous  buihling.     A 
step  or  two  inside  the  gap,  several  gnarled  crabapple 
trees   formed  a  clump;   and   a   public   benefactor  had 
years   ago   wedged   a   board   between     two    spreading 
trunks  and  made  a  rustic  seat.       In    the    history    of 
Beulah  this  was  a  famous  spot,  popular  among  love- 
lorn  swains   and   their  sweethearts.        Many    a    faint 
smack  had  troubled  that  quiet  air,  many  a  stammering 
declaration  had  been  confided  to  those  discreet  crabap- 
ple  boughs,  and  many  a  rude  heart  been  cut  in   the 
dark,  encircling  a  pair  of  initials  in  significant  proxi- 
mity.    For  years  it  had  been  dubbed  "  Lovers'  Nook," 
and  old  Elder    Bloodgood    used    to    preach    crusades 
against  it  in   the  town  council,  demanding  that  the 
constable  keep  that  bench  clear. 

Into  this  sequestered  retreat  Miss  Parthenia  pene- 
trated, and,  after  a  nearsighted  frown  all  about, 
seated  herself  on  the  beach  with  her  skirts  tucked  closj 
about  her  ankles  for  fear  of  snakes.  Then,  taking  her 
yellow-backed  notebook  from  the  bag  and  fumbling 
m  her  hair  for  her  fountain-pen,  she  passed  by  degrees 
mto  a  dreamy  reverie. 
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It  was  growing  late.  She  only  stroked  her  nose 
with  the  pen,  and  stared  upward  at  the  boughs,  where 
a  catbird  uttered  at   intervals   its  shrill   whining  cry. 

"  I  have  the  main  idea,"  said  Miss  Parthcnia  aloud 
in  a  firm  tone ;  "  and  I  shall  wait  here  till  an  inspira- 
tion tomes." 

Slowly  the  eyelid  of  day  closed  down.  The  flame 
dwindled  in  the  west,  shrinking  to  a  mere  hand's  breadth 
of  crimson  over  the  black  woods.  Twilight,  the  pacifi- 
cator, melted  all  distances  together:  the  far  hills 
turned  an  aerial  blue ;  and  from  the  river-bottoms 
mists  were  rising.  Across  fields  of  green  corn  sounded 
the  lowing  of  cattle  at  the  bars.  And  now  Miss  Par- 
thenia  opening  her  notebook  began  hurriedly  to  write. 
The  inspiration  had  arrived. 

But  if  this  was  her  inspiration  that  moved  stealthily 
along  the  inner  side  of  the  hedge, — it  was  a  most  vil- 
lainous ono.  He  slipped  like  a  shadow  out  of  shadows. 
Ever  and  anon  he  paused — glanced  back  towards 
town — or  parted  the  thorny  branches  to  peer  out  into 
the  road.  On  his  head  was  a  ragged  remnant  of  a 
derby  hat,  the  torn  brim  so  low  that,  wnth  his  crouch- 
ing, it  kept  his  unshorn  face  almost  hid.  On  his  back 
Hiid  long  limbs  hung  a  travesty  of  clothes,  all  soiled 
and  weatherbeaten  to  the  indefinable  hue  of  dirt.  A 
great  heavy  knotted  club  which  he  carried  on  his 
shoulder  added  to  his  desperate  looks  a  menace  that 
needed  no  words. 

Nearer  crept  this  formidable  apparition,  following 
the  hedge-line.  And  just  as  Miss  Parthcnia  lifted  her 
nose  from  her  notebnnk  and  corked  her  pen,  she  caught 
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sight  of  him.  To  encounter  such  a  figure  lurking  on 
the  lonely  countryside,  in  the  gathered  gloom,  with  a 
huge  club,  was  enough  to  inspire  any  woman  with  ter- 
ror. She  gave  a  breathless  screech  that  made  the 
intruder  start  violently. 

Ere  he  could  realize  the  situation,  she  had  clutched 
her  skirts,  and,  forgetful  of  her  notebook,  had  sprung 
through  the  1  nige,  and  was  leaping  down  the  road 
towards  Betdah  at  an  astonishing  speed. 

"Dummed  if  it  wasn't  old  Partliy  Andrews!"  mut- 
tered the  intruder,  staring  after  her  and  also  at  the 
yellow  notebook  which  she  had  dropped. 

Like  a  great  wing-clipped  fowl  Miss  Parthenia  fled 
fluttering.  And  even  as  the  cuttle-fish  nniddies  the 
water  to  screen  its  flight,  so  she  stirred  up  behind  her 
a  thick  cloud  of  dust  that  hung  becalmed  on  the 
tranquil  evening  air. 

There  was  no  pursuit.  But  Miss  Partlicnia  did  not 
turn  her  head  to  ascertain  that  until  she  had  reached 
the  border  of  town.  Here,  her  breath  being  quite 
expended,  she  had  to  slacken  her  tremendous  pace.  She 
would  have  stopped  at  Jerry  Rudd's  livery  stable  for 
rest  and  protection;  but,  although  the  stable-doors 
stood  open  and  several  horses  were  champing  oats  in 
the  stalls,  nobody  was  around.  Evidently  the  livery- 
man had  gone  to  his  supper.  She  hurried  on  till  she 
reached  Sallie  McFardlc's  cottage.  Her  stays  seemed 
about  to  burst,  and  she  leaned  a  moment  g}isp'n<r  on 
the  wliitewashed  picket-fence,  which  was  half  buried 
under  cucumber  vines. 

Sallie    McFardle's     diminutive    millinery     establish- 
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ment  occupied  the  front  room  of  her  cottage.  During 
daylight  cno  might  see  her  sign  "  Millinery  & 
Dressmaking**  in  the  front  window,  nnd  perhups 
also  a  bonnet  which  Sallie  fondly  believed  to  be  the 
embodiment  of  the  latest  fashion.  Now  the  front 
window  was  dark,  indicating  that  the  milliner  had 
shut  up  shop  for  the  night.  A  light  shone  at  the  rear 
however;  and  Miss  Parthenia,  having  partly  recovered 
breath,  unlatched  the  gate  to  pass  around  the  side  of 
the  house. 

At  that  moment  the  door  on  the  milliner's  side- 
porch  was  flung  open ;  a  streak  of  lamplight  reached 
suddenly  across  the  yard ;  and  a  woman  in  black  came 
out  of  the  cottage.  She  seemed  in  great  haste  and 
walked  rapidly  to  the  gate,  though  struggling  all  the 
while  with  a  spasm  of  coughing.  She  perceived  Miss 
Parthenia  Andrews  only  when  the  two  confronted 
one  another  in  the  gateway.  Thereupon  the  strange 
woman,  who  was  thickly  veiled,  cowered  back  and  ut- 
tered a  strangled-  exclamation. 

"Good-evening,"  said  :\Iiss  Parthenia,  puckering 
her  eyebrows  at  her  in  the  dusk,  and  wondering  who 
it  could  be.  In  Beulah  everybody  makes  it  a  point 
to  know  everybody  except  Jake  Wentz  (who  tends 
bar  at  the  Brother  Jonathan  House).  "Did  I  scare 
you.?  Are  you  ill.?"  With  kindly  meant  curiosity 
she  advanced  upon  her. 

"  Stand  back ! "  cried  the  veiled  woman  hoarsely. 
And  brushing  by  Miss  Parthenia,  she  rushed  out  of  the 
gate  and  up  the  street.  In  a  moment  the  shadows 
had  folded  her  in. 
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"Well!"  finid  Miss  Parthenia  to  herself,  ''if  that 
doesn't  beat  all!"  And  not  biing  above  a  common 
feminine  weakness,  slio  advanced  at  once  to  the  side- 
porch  of  the  cottage  to  investigate. 

Sallic  McFardIo  had  just  opened  the  door  again 
and  come  out  with  a  gourd  in  her  hand  to  visit  the 
pump,  when  the  tall  poetess  appeared  before  her. 
The  little  milliner,  a  nervous  timorous  soul,  gave  a 
jump  and  squeak. 

"I  thought  you'd  gone!"  she  cried  out  peevishly. 
"You'll  miss  that  'bus!  I  tell  you  it's  not  safe  for 
you  here!  If  somebody  recognized  you  .  .  .  " 
%  th.it  time  her  eyes  had  lost  the  bedazzlement  of 
coim'ng  suddenly  from  a  lighted  room  into  darkness; 
>she  perceived  her  error,  and  dropped  the  gourd  in  dis- 
may. "  Why,  Miss  Parthy  Andrews !  "  said  she  in  a 
very  difTirent  voice.      "  Sakes  alive!     Is  it  vou  !  " 

"  Ves,"  answered  Miss  Purthenia,  stepping  on  the 
porch.  "  I've  just  had  such  a  scare  up  here  on  the 
road.  I  thought  I'd  stop  long  enough  to  catch  my 
breath." 

Sallie  at  once  invited  her  to  enter. 

Tlic  milliner's  general  living  apartment  was  a  shabby 
neat  little  room  with  a  canary  bird  hopping  about  in 
a  cage  above  the  window  and  a  fat  maltcse  cat  curled 
on  the  cushion  of  a  rocking  chair.  There  were  still 
on  the  small  round  table  a  few  dishes  and  two  plates 
and  cups,  showing  that  two  persons  had  just  finished 
a  meal.  Sallie  shook  the  cat  off  the  rocker,  and  Miss 
Parthcnia  sat  down  and  poured  into  her  astounded 
ears  the  tale  of  the  encounter  with  the  ragged  ma- 
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raiKicr  behind  the  hedge      The  little  milliner's  pa 
eyes  grew  wide  us  .saucers  at  the  news. 

"Oh,  gracious  sukes ! "  .she  exchiiinoj.  "And  me 
just  reading  'The  Mi.lnight  Marriage'  too!  And 
with  no  men  folks  around!  Oh,  I  wish  I  had  got  Jer- 
ry Hi.dd  to  lot  me  have  om-  of  his  old  hats  to  hang 
out  there  on  the  porch!  What'll  I  do!  I'll  not  sleep 
a  wink  to-night !  " 

"But  I  thought  you  had  .some  company,"  Miss 
Parthenia  diplomatically  suggost.xl.  "I  met  a  ladv 
just  as  I  was  coming  in  the  gate." 

The  nn'lliner's  sallow  faro  turned  the  color  of  boiled 
lobster.  "Oh,  her.;-"  stammerod  she.  "Oh,  yes,  to 
be  sure!  Oh,  that  was  a  lady— a  lady  from'  Lytle 
that— ahem— that  wanted  to  soc  mo  on  a  matter  of 
busino.ss — ahem — about  a  skirt." 

And  Miss  Parthenia,  although  in'-rcdulous  about  a 
customer's  coming  all  the  way  from  T.ytle  Junction 
because  of  Sallie's  renown  as  a  dressmaker,  had  to  be 
content  with  that  answer.  After  a  few  minutos  she 
took  her  departure. 

It  was  high  time  to  bo  getting  home.  The  last 
streaks  of  day  were  fading  from  the  west;  full  night 
had  fallen  upon  the  streets  of  the  town.  Lamps  were 
shining  at  many  windows;  and  on  doorsteps  and 
porches  a  great  many  persons  were  enjoying  the  cool 
evening  breeze,  for  it  was  long  past  the  usual  supper- 
time. 

The  big  square  mansion  of  unadorned  brick,  known 
to  everybody  in  Beulah  as  the  old  Bloodgood  house 
(which  Elder  Rlor^dgood  had  built  back  in  the  forties). 
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had  been  part  of  pretty  Dolly  Bloodgood's  inheritance 
when  she  married  young  Joe  Andrews,  and  thus  had 
passed  into  his  possession.  It  stood  in  wide  ehn- 
shaded  grounds  on  Main  Street,  next  door  to  the  par- 
sonage. As  Miss  Partlienia  came  hurrying  now  up 
the  sidewalk,  she  perceived  a  dim  blur  of  white  dress  at 
the  front  gate.  And  presently  through  the  shadows 
sounded  Beth's  voice,  vibrant  with  what  in  a  less  in- 
tellectually adjusted  young  person  might  be  called 
anxiety. 

"Why,  is  that  you  at  last.  Aunt  Parthy!  Where 
on  earth  have  you  been.?     What's  the  matter?" 

Poets,  however,  like  stump-orators,  detest  prema- 
ture disclosures,  which  are  like  leaks  in  a  balloon  and 
rob  them  of  their  climax.  Not  until  Miss  Parthenia 
was  safe  in  the  house,  with  the  doors  locked,  and  the 
lamp  shining  on  the  big  dining-room  table,  and  herself 
comfortably  established  beside  the  steaming  silver  tea- 
urn;  not  until  Beth,  who  was  a  very  helpful  lovable 
niece  (although  a  bit  tyrannical),  had  been  running  in 
and  out  of  Lena's  kitchen  fetching  buttered  toast  and 
baked  apples  and  various  appetizing  things ; — not  un- 
til then  did  Miss  Parthenia  choose  to  unfold  the  first 
syllable  of  her  adventure.  Staying  her  attack  on  the 
buttered  toast  and  straightening  herself  in  her  chair, 
she  pointed  her  fork  at  her  niece  and  dramatically  ex- 
claimed : 

"  There  is  a  robber  prowling  around !  " 

Beth,  M'ho  had  just  reentered  from  the  kitchen  with 
a  dish  of  apple  butter  and  a  pitcher  of  cream  and  was 
about  to  set  them  on  the  table,  gave  a  little  cry  and 
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set  tlie  articles  down  hard.  And  there  was  a  louder 
cry  and  a  tinny  crash  from  the  kitchen,  which  shewed 
that  the  German  cook  had  also  been  startled. 

"  Oh,  my ! "  said  Beth,  her  eyes  dilating  as  she 
hurriedly  glanced  at  the  shuttered  windows, 
"Where?" 

"  I  jjon't  know  where  now, — but  half  an  hour  ago 
he  was  prowling  behind  the  hedge  between  Sallie  Mc- 
Fiii-dle's  house  und  the  old  barracks." 

On  hearing  that  the  danger  was  not  so  close  as  she 
had  supposed,  the  strong-mindedness  which  Beth  had 
acquired  at  Philadelphia  asserted  itself, 

"  How  can  you  say  that,  Aunt  Parthy !  Why, 
we've  never  had  a  real  robber  in  Beulah!  Of  course 
chickens  have  been  stolen,  and  Squire  Jenkins  lost  his 
wood-saw  last  week.  But  such  petty  thefts  always 
happen  where  there  are  darkies," 

Miss  Parthenia  strangled  that  reassurance  with 
eight  words. 

"  I  saw  the  robber !     He  came  at  me ! " 

Amid  the  awe-stricken  silence  which  followed,  with 
Beth  aghast,  and  Lena's  flaxen  poll  and  staring  blue 
eyes  peeping  furtively  in  at  the  kitchen  doorway  above 
a  (juiescent  dish-towel.  Miss  Parthenia  described  her 
rnrouiiter.  The  tale  lost  nothing  in  the  telling,  for  her 
iiiiagiiiiition  had  liad  time  to  magnify  the  circum- 
sl'uues,  and  though  she  meant  to  be  literally  truthful, 
every  detail  grew  upon  her  tongue  like  Falstaff's  men 
in  buckrain. 

When  the  story  was  done,  Beth,  the  strong-minded, 
whispered    tremulously    that    papa    had    gone    to    the 
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post-office,  and  that  old  Cato  was  asleep  in  the  car- 
riage-loft and  too  deaf  to  hear  a  bomb. 

"  Let's  take  the  lamp,"  said  she.  "  Let's  make  sure 
we  locked  that  front  door.  I  wish  papa  were  home — 
so  you  wouldn't  feel  so  frightened,  dear.  Of  course 
there's  no  danger.  But  walk  as  heavily  as  you  can. 
You  might  come  too,  Lena,— if  you'd  rather  not  stay 
alone.     Try  to  walk  like  a  man." 

And  so  the  three  women,  Beth  bearing  the  lamp, 
its  light  fluttering  across  the  shadowy  corners  of  the 
big  dark  back-parlor  in  a  dismal  dance  that  tried  the 
nerves  and  imparted  a  peculiar  ghastly  smile  to  the 
grim  features  of  Elder  Bloodgood  in  the  oval  portrait 
on  the  wall,  marched  en  masse  to  the  front  door  and 
made  sure  of  its  fastenings.  They  also  examined  the 
latches  of  the  windows,  and  finally,  with  a  renewed 
assurance  which  manifested  itself  in  their  louder  tones, 
returned  to  the  dining-room. 

Now  for  the  first  time  Miss  Parthenia  discovered 
the  full  extent  of  her  misfortune  and  uttered  a  sharp 
ejaculation  of  dismay. 

"My  notebook!"  cried  she.  "It's  lost!  I  must 
have  dropped  it  when  I  ran ! " 

"You'll  find  it  again.  Aunty,"  said  Beth.  "He'd 
not  carry  that  ofF.  Robbers  aren't  addicted  to  poetry 
— though  of  course  there  is  always  Villon ! " 

"But  I  had  just  jotted  down  a  rough  draft  of  a 
little  inspiration.     I  hate  to  lose  that !  " 

"  You  can't  have  forgotten  it  so  soon.  Here,  Aunt 
Parthy,  are  my  writing-case  and  pen  and  ink.  Put  it 
down." 
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But  after  a  vain  effort  the  poetess  declared  the 
thing  impossible.  Her  fingers  trembled  too  much  still 
from  her  recent  fright  and  running. 

"Then  I'll  write  it  at  your  dictation,  dear,"  said 
Beth.  She  tucked  her  loose  white  sleeves  above  her 
smooth  elbows,  dipped  the  pen  in  ink,  and  bowed  her 
fair  face  and  kind  grey  eyes  over  a  blank  sheet  of  note- 
paper.     "  I'm  ready,  Aunty." 

A  queer  twinkle  lurked  behind  Miss  Parthenia's  steel 
spectacles,  a  queer  smile  played  peek-a-boo  over  her 
strong  homely  face,  as  she  poured  a  fresh  cup  of  tea 
and  with  a  sidelong  glance  at  her  affectionate  aman- 
uensis, slowly  began: 

"  Although  disdain  informed  ray  lip    .    .    .»» 


IV 

MOST  conspicuous  among  the  leading  citizens  of 
Beulah  was  Mr.  Joseph  P.  Andrews,  the  presi- 
dent of  the  bank.  A  great  portly  ruddy  man, 
six  feet  tall,  brisk  of  step,  and  genial  of  smile,  he  im- 
pressed one  always  as  being  too  broad  and  big  for  his 
surroundings.  On  Sunday  mornings,  to  observe  him 
passing  the  plate,  while  his  large  bald  pink  head  glis- 
tened like  a  halo  in  the  subdued  light  that  fell  from 
the  stained-glass  windows,  was  to  know  that  the  Lord's 
affairs  were  in  good  safe  hands.  To  behold  him  coming 
up  the  sidewalk  of  a  week-day  morning  in  his  high 
silk  hat  and  double-breasted  grey  frock  coat,  not  the 
least  speck  disparaging  the  snowy  surface  of  his  cuffs, 
even  on  Saturdays,  was  to  appreciate  that  Beulah  was 
in  the  current  of  large  commercial  activities.  To  meet 
him  in  his  office  was  to  feel  somehow  that  the  walls 
were  contracted. 

His  kindliness  and  generosity  were  proverbial.  Old 
Dr.  Moregraves  once  said  of  him  that  he  was  too  just 
a  man  to  punish  the  tail  of  a  dog  for  what  the  head 
had  done.  From  Sam  Riggs,  his  cashier,  down  to 
Sylvester  Cobb,  the  colored  janitor  and  night-watch- 
man, all  employes  of  the  bank  had  experienced  his 
benevolent  tolerance  of  their  mistakes.  For  instance, 
Sylvester  Cobb  occasionally  got  on  a  protracted  spree, 
which   would   h.ive   caused   his   dismissal    almost    any- 
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where  else,  but  the  negro's  only  punishment  was  to 
endure  severe  reprimands.  Then  again,  Sam  Riggs, 
whose  position  as  cashier  might  have  afforded  him  op- 
portunities for  wrong  doing,  had  had  a  domestic 
tragedy  which  at  one  time  had  driven  him  to  drink 
and  gambling  and  bid  fair  to  ruin  him.  But  the 
hanker  had  patiently  borne  with  his  irregularities,  had 
remonstrated  with  him  like  a  father,  and  at  length 
guided  him  back  to  his  former  steady  dependable 
habits. 

Goodheartedness  like  that  is  not  lost  sight  of  in  a 
sm.all  town,  and  Joe  Andrew's  name  was  a  tower  of 
strength.  Farmers  from  as  far  down  the  river  as 
Shoup's  Mills  deposited  at  the  bank  of  Beulah. 

On  the  morning  after  his  sister's  notable  encounter 
with  the  robber,  Mr.  Andrews  entered  the  bank  a  few 
minutes  before  eight  o'clock  with  a  step  even  brisker 
than  usual,  a  smile  more  genial.  He  complimented 
Sylvester  on  the  newly  washed  windows,  and  greeted 
Homer  Martin  and  Jim  Barclay,  two  young  clerks 
who  at  his  entrance  had  got  amazingly  busy  over  a 
couple  of  green-edged  ledgers.  Sam  Riggs  came  up 
the  staircase  from  the  bank-vault  bringing  some 
packages  of  banknotes  and  coin  for  the  day's  busi- 
ness. 

"  Morning,  Sam,"  said  the  banker  on  perceiving  the 
tall  lean  cashier.  "Really,  ;-ou  overdo  it,  my  boy. 
As  I  was  going  home  from  the  post-office  last  night,  I 
saw  you  working  in  here  after  nine  o'clock." 

"Yes,"  Sam  answered  in  his  quiet  way,  with  a 
rather  stern  grimace,  which  was  his  nearest  approach 
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to  a  smile.     "  Sylvester  wanted  the  early  part  of  the 
evening  off     .      .      ." 

"  To  do  a  little  co'tin',  suh,  not  to  drink  nothin','* 
the  negro  hastily  put  in  from  the  stepladder,  where 
he  was  wiping  a  window ;  and  they  all  laughed. 

"I  had  nothing  else  to  do,"  Sam  continued,  "so 
I  thought  I  might  spend  the  time  on  the  month's 
balance."  He  added,  as  if  by  an  afterthought,  "  but 
I  had  the  curtains  down ;— I  didn't  suppose  anybody 
could  see  in." 

"  There's  a  rip  in  the  curtain,  there  by  the  door- 
Sylvester,  you  might  sew  that— and  in  passing  I  saw 
a  ray  of  light  and  peeped  in.  You  look  fagged  this 
morning,  Sam.  Dark  rings  under  your  eyes.  Over- 
work, overwork ! " 

"That's  not  overwork,"  s^.id  Sam  Riggs,  making 
an  impatient  gesture  and  giving  a  slight  frown.  "  I'm 
bothered  with  insomnia." 

"Insomnia!  You.?  Well,  are  you  doing  anything 
for  it  ?  " 

"Last  night  when  I  got  through  here  I  stopped  in 
at  Jake  Wentz's  and  had  a  good  stiff  drink  of  whiskey 
—first  in  over  two  years."  The  cashier  emitted  a  sar- 
donic chuckle.     "  That  helped  some." 

Mr.  Andrews  shook  his  head  sorrowfully  as  he  took 
off  his  silk  hat  and  passed  a  handkerchief  over  his 
glossy  scalp. 

"Strong  drink's  a  mocker,  you  know,  Sam,"  said 
he.  "  You  mustn't  play  with  fire.  Whv  don't  you  see 
Dr.  Bradley?" 

But  Sam  Riggs  dumped  the  monoy  on  the  desk  and 
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muttered  sometliing  about  a  doctor's  physic  not  reach- 
ing ills  of  that  sort;  and  the  banker  passed  on  into 
his  private  office,  a  trifle  disturbed. 

"Can't  sleep, — begun  drinking  again.  Bad  symp- 
toms in  a  cashier,"  said  he  half-aloud,  and  slammed  up 
the  roll-top  of  his  desk.  "  Now  if  Sam  Riggs  wasn't 
such  a  steady-going  old  coach  again,  I'd  take  alarm. 
Faith  is  no  virtue  in  a  banker.  .  .  ,  Now  what 
could  rob  Sam  of  his  sleep.?  It  can't  be  that  old 
trouble  about  his  wife.  That's  too  long  past.  No, 
it's  something  else.  I  wonder  if  he's  been  gambling 
again.      .      .       ." 

On  so  rare  a  July  day,  however,  Mr.  Andrews  could 
not  long  nurse  dismal  thoughts.  A  fresh  breeze  was 
pouring  like  the  distant  wash  of  many  waters  through 
the  big  maple  tree  whose  green  boughs  scraped  the  iron 
bars  and  brick  wall  outside  his  office-window.  Shrill 
sparrows  bustled  in  and  out  through  the  leaf-shadows 
and  sunshine,  and  a  bold  robin,  alighting  on  the  stone 
window-ledge,  cocked  his  head  to  inspect  the  odd  mon- 
ster which  infested  that  big  cage.  As  Mr.  Andrews 
opened  his  mail,  he  hummed  snatches  of  a  light  opera 
he  had  heard  his  daughter  playing  on  the  piano. 

Over  his  desk  a  sudden  shadow  fell,  and  brought 
him  out  of  his  cheerful  preoccupation.  He  wheeled 
his  chair  about.  A  very  grave  young  man  in  dark 
blue  clothes  stood  just  outside  the  office-door  with  a 
white  slouch  hat  in  his  hand. 

"  Beg  pardon,"  said  the  grave  young  man.  "  I 
knocked,  and  thought  you  said  *  come  in.' " 

"  I  didn't  hear  you ;— I  was   humming   to   myself. 
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It's  vouii^'  Mr.  Randall  Harris,  isn't  it?  My,  how 
our  hoys  ^row  up  before  one  notices  it!"  And  the 
good-natured  hatiker  added  some  obvious  remarks 
about  the  beautiful  weather,  to  allow  his  visitor  to 
conquer  a  slight  hesitation. 

Randall  Harris  expressed  only  a  perfunctory  inter- 
est in  the  weather.  "  I  came  to  see  you,  Mr.  Andrews,'* 
said  he,  "  on  a  deucedly  awkward  matter — at  least  to 
me." 

"  Be  seated,"  said  Mr.  Andrews,  and  threw  one 
grey-tro'iscred  leg  over  the  knee  of  the  other,  and 
began  .oiling  his  watch-chain  between  thumb  and 
finger.  His  whole  attitude  was  a  big,  portly,  smiling 
invitation  of  confidence. 

"I  got  home  day  before  yesterday,"  said  Randall, 
sitting  down. 

"  So  my  sister  Parthy  told  me.  I  was  glad  to  hear 
your  mother  is  better." 

"Much  better,  thank  you,"  said  the  young  man, 
and  reddened  and  hung  his  head  a  moment,  before  he 
looked  the  banker  in  the  eye.  "  My — ch — arrest  in 
New  York  was  a  case  of  mistaken  identity,  as  you  must 
have  heard  by  now.  Judge  Trencli  upstairs  would 
tell  you  it  was  Zack  Gilmore,  confound  him,  who  forged 
that  cheque,  and  I  hadn't  a  thing  to  do  with  it ! " 

"I'm  glad  of  that  too,"  responded  the  banker. 

"  Thanks !  But  though  I'm  innocent  of  that,  sir,  I 
was  guilty  of  one  .  .  one  .  .  .  well,  what  only 
a  long-eared  dunce  would  have  to  confess  to!  It's 
cost  enough,  Lord  knows!  Fools  can  learn  only  by 
falling  in,   and   of  course  I   had  to   fall   in    to   learn 
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mine."  Randall  gave  a  rueful  laugh,  and  his  eyes 
wavered  uneasily  around  the  walls  a  moment.  "  I'm 
downright  sorry  I  was  such  a  blockhead,  but  sorrow 
isn't  the  rope  that's  going  to  pull  me  out.  I  came 
to  you  for  help." 

"What  is  it.-"'  asked  Mr.  Andrews,  and  tilting  his 
big  hahl  head  to  one  side  he  leaned  closer  in  token  of 
attention. 

"  I'm  ashamed  to  say,  sir,  that  the  night  after  the 
New  London  races  I  got  into  a  poker  game  with  a  fellow 
named  Sackhutt,  Roger  Sackbutt,  son  of     .     .     ." 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  know  him, — a  hard  case ; — son  of  Haw- 
Icy  Sackbutt,  the  grain  speculator  over  at  Lytle, — 
your  father's  bitter  enemy." 

"  I  was  flushed  with  wine,  and  pigheaded,  and  stayed 
in  when  he  raised.  We  took  the  lid  off".  It  was  the 
old  story  of  trying  to  blufF  out  four  kings.  I  dropped 
a  cool  seven  hundred  and  fifty  on  it." 

"Gambling's  a  wicked — a  most  abominable  vice!" 
declared  the  banker,  and  frowned,  and  polished  his 
bald  crown. 

"It  is  when  you  lose!"  cried  Randall,  with  another 
shaky  laugh,  half  boyish,  half  cynical.  "  It's  the 
devil's  own,  then !  Oh,  you  can't  curse  it  more  than 
I !  I  tell  you  I've  learned  my  lesson !  This  knockout 
blow  has  taught  mc  the  value  of  sidestepping  some 
things ! "  He  spoke  vehemently,  and  his  knotted  fist 
visited  the  desk.  "  But  it  wasn't  for  your  moral 
precepts  that  I  came.      It's  the  note." 

"Note?     Aha!" 

"  If  I  had  stripped  myself  bare  and  walked  home 
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in  a  barrel,  I  couldn't  have  raised  the  ash  to  pay 
Sackbutt.  So  I  gave  him  my  note  at  thirty  days  for 
seven  hundred  and  fifty-four  dollars.  It  falls  duo 
August  second,  and  I  must  arrange  beforehand  to 
meet  it." 

"  Although  it's  a  gambling  debt,  I'm  sure  your 
father  wouldn't  let  such  a  note  go  to  protest ;  and  v  bile 
he  carries  a  rather  small  account  here,  still  if  you  give 
him  warning  beforehand      .      .      ." 

"  He  knows  nothing  of  it,  unci  must  not,"  .said  Ran- 
dall, flushing.     "  I'vo  kept  it  hid." 

"Tell  him  the  truth  at  once,"  said  Mr.  Andrews 
severely.  "  Believe  me,  the  plain  open  truth  Is  always 
your  best  pilot  in  a  storm.  Vou  may  Uiink  that's  a 
funny  saying  for  a  banker, — hut  it's  so."' 

The  young  man's  tremendous  gravity  vanished  for 
an  instant  in  one  of  his  quick  smiles, 

"The  truth,"  retorted  he,  "  i>  too  powrrful  a  cor- 
rosive to  be  splashed  around  carelessly.  It  takes  ari 
expert  to  apply  it.  If  wc  were  |)iirc  gold,  wc  nn"ght 
stand  such  a  test;  but  as  we're  mostly  alloy,  it  would 
destroy  us.  Particularly  mr."  And  he  lucamc  pro- 
foundly serious  again,  even  gloomy.  "  Vou  can't 
imagine  what  a  contempt  my  father  has  for  a  weak 
yielding  fellow  like  me.  And  my  having  lost  this 
money  to  old  Hawley  Sackbutt's  son  makes  my  offence 
and  weakness  ten  times  more  contemptible.  So  I 
haven't  told  him  of  the  note.  Good  Lord,  I  haven't 
the  nene  to!  Haven't  I  sunk  low  enough  In  his  esteem 
already ! " 

**  Oh,   now,   now,"   ^HId   ]Vfr.     Andrews,     protesting. 
"YouVe  got  the  wrong  notion  about  a  father.     I'm 
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one  myself, — kikI  I  know  how  it  is.  The  general  may 
reprove  you  severely, — probably  will.  But  he'll  see 
you  through  all  right.  Tell  him  you're  sorry,  that 
you  mean  to  atone.      .  ." 

"That's  too  old  a  song!"  cried  Randall,  starting  to 
his  feet  and  throwing  up  one  hand  in  a  fierce  gesture 
of  despair.  "  I've  sung  miserrrc  too  often  before.  My 
heart  is  sick  of  that  tune, — and  so  is  his.  I  can't  do 
it  again !     You  don't  understand." 

"Pshaw,  you  take  a  distorted  view.  If  you  go  to 
him     ..." 

"Never!  I  shall  not  go  to  him!  Rather,  I'll  go 
out  on  the  road  after  dark  with  a  handkerchief  and  a 
gun  !     That's  why  I'm  liere." 

"  God  save  us  I "  exclaimed  the  banker,  pushing 
back  his  chair,  not  unalanued  by  the  young  man's  look 
of  furious  pallid  excitement.  "  You  don't  mean  to 
hold  me  up,  do  you.'*" 

Randall  relaxed  into  the  chair  again,  and  had  a 
laugh. 

"Not  exactly,"  he  replied.  "What  I  meant  was 
only  to  explain  how  Vm  fiwd.  I  can't  go  to  my  father 
for  this  money.  But  you  know  I'll  fall  heir  some  day 
to  quite  a  little  property.  There  would  be  no  risk,  in 
the  long  run.  I'll  pay  whatever  interest  you  ask. 
And  probably  I'll  have  the  whole  debt  paid  in  a  couple 
of  years  anyhow,  for  I'll  soon  be  practicing  law.  I 
mean  to  be  a  regular  miser  now,  and  economy,  they 
say,  is  a  great  income  itself." 

"  In  other  words,  you  want  the  bank  to  take  up 
this  debt  on  your  personal  credit?  " 

"  Yes." 
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Mr.  Andrews  wrinkled  his  forehead,  and  rubbed  a 
dubious  hand  over  his  rosy  scalp  many  times,  a  ges- 
ture habitual  to  him  when  distressed. 

"  I  wish  it  could  be  done !  But  one  thing  makes  it 
impossible." 

"What's  that.?" 

"  Here  I've  been  your  father's  banker  for  .  .  . 
well,  ever  since  the  Surrender, — when  he  laid  aside  the 
blue  and  I  the  grey.  He  consults  me  on  all  his  invest- 
ments. I  reckon  I  could  figure  his  resources  to  within 
a  couple  of  hundred  dollars.  You  see  I  hold  a  confidcn- 
tijil  relationship.  Now,  can  I  honourably,  with  my 
confidential  knowledge,  be  loaning  money  secretly  on 
his  son's  prospects  ?  " 

"  Oh,"  said  Randall  in  a  low  tone,  turning  pale,  and 
dropping  his  head. 

"  Suppose  General  Harris  discovers  later  on,  that 
his  son  is  secretly  in  my  debt, — that  I've  done  private 
banking  on  his  heir's  hopes.  What  a  sneaking,  under- 
handed job  it  would  appear!  No,  no,  Randall!  I'm 
sorry,  but  I  can't  help  you.  You  should  make  a  clean 
breast  to  your  father." 

For  a  little  while  the  young  man  sat  still,  with 
knitted  brows  and  lips  pressed  \\^\\\.  His  pallor 
showed  that  lie  had  received  a  disroncnting  blow;  but 
he  set  his  jaw  hard.  Ton  proud  to  urge  the  matter 
further,  he  picked  up  the  white  hat,  got  to  his  feel, 
and  backed  towards  the  door. 

"Since  you  take  that  view  of  it,"  said  he,  in  a 
gloomy  tone,  staring  at  the  hat  in  l-is  hand,  "  I'll  go. 
Your    mind's    made    up,    I    suppose.      WpII.    it's    all    a 
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matter  of  business.  .  .  .  No  doubt  you  show  good 
judgment.  .  .  .  But,"  and  as  he  laid  his  hand  on 
the  doork.iob  he  erected  his  head,  *'  but  I'm  going  to 
get  that  money  some  way!  I'll  get  it  at  any  price! 
And  by  the  eternal,  I'll  not  beg  it  of  my  father 
either!" 

He  struck  his  hand  passionately  on  his  breast  as 
he  was  going  out ;  and  there  was  something  tragic  in 
that  fierce  gesture,  and  in  the  intense  voice  and  flare 
of  the  eves  which  accompanied  it.  The  outburst  was 
only  an  expression,  perhaps,  of  Randall's  vehement 
emotional  nature.  But  Mr.  Andrews  was  startled  and 
shocked  by  it. 


A  busy  morning  for  the  banker  followed.     Farmers 

)d  merchants  dropped  in  to  see  about  loans ;  a  Ver- 
mont Yankee,  who  wanted  capital  to  build  a  lunibir 
mill  on  \  cllow  Bud  ("reck,  consumed  jiii  hour;  and  it 
was  half  past  eleven  o'clock  when  a  coiisidcrahic  noi>e 
and  laughter  drew  Air.  Andrews  out  into  the  otlur 
room.  Several  persons  were  buiu-hc'!  at  the  doorway, 
gazing  up  the  street  and  grinning.  Iloinir  Martin 
and  young  Barclay  had  abandoned  their  work  to  rush 
to  the  front  windows.  And  outside  sounded  a  snarl- 
ing .111(1  uproar  like  a  dog-figlit. 

"What's   the  row?"  asked  Mr.    Atidrews. 

Sam  Riggs,  who  alone  remained  ;it  his  desk,  with 
the  discount  register  spread  open  before  him,  and 
seemed  scarcely  to  heed  the  disturbance,  took  a 
pencil  from  behind  his  car,  and  pointed  across  the 
fetrect. 
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"  It's  Widow  Thorne,"  said  he  with  his  grim  smile. 
"  Looks  like  she  was  coming  to  see  you." 

The  remark  which  Mr.  Andrews  uttered  then  indi- 
cated that  for  the  moment  his  vexation  of  spirit  had 
tripped  up  his  religion.     He  ran  to  the  nearest  window. 

On  the  opposite  sidewalk  a  small  procession  was 
approaching,  composed  of  three  members.  The  fore- 
most was  Widow  Thome,  carrying  in  her  gloved  right 
hand  a  black  silk  parasol  that  swayed  gently  over  her 
crape  bonnet  like  the  canopy  borne  above  an  eastern 
.satrap.  Her  left  hand  was  before  her  abdomen,  palm 
upward,  clasping  a  black  pocketbook.  And  upon  her 
Hanoverian  features  basked  a  calm  majesty  of  supe- 
rior insight  which  rendered  her  impervious  to  the  smiles, 
titters,  or  stares  of  bystanders.  Behind  her,  and  less 
iiuliffcrcnt  than  she  to  public  comment — if  one  might 
judge  by  the  occasional  ducking  of  his  head — slouched 
her  gigantic  negro  serving-man,  Pinto,  who  sheep- 
ishly carried  on  his  shoulder  a  rusted  shotgun  and  at  his 
.side  a  cowhorn  powder-flask  and  shot-pouch.  By  a 
chain  Plut»)  dragged  behind  him  the  involuntary  third 
number  of  the  procession,  the  widow's  brindle  bulldog, 
(tripper,  celebrated  for  his  prowess.  Gripper's  flanks 
were  assailed  bv  half  a  score  of  mongrol  curs  that  took 
advantage  of  his  helpless  condition ;  and  he,  tugging 
backward  on  his  chain,  choking  himself,  and  rolling 
bloodshot  eyes,  made  ferocious  cfl^orts  to  get  a  bite  at 
some  tormentor. 

"Heaven  have  iiu-rcy  on  ns ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  An- 
drews at  sight  of  this  spectacle.  "What  new  freak 
now!     Sam,  tell  her  I'm  buricrl  over  head  and  ears  in 
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work!  Tell  her  I'm  out — sick — dropped  dead! — oh, 
heavens,  tell  her  anything!"  And  he  fled  into  his 
private  room. 

But  Mrs.  Thome  was  not  one  to  be  easily  congeed 
off.  Leaving  her  body-guard  outside  the  door,  where 
Pluto  had  the  unenviable  duty  of  restraining  the  bull- 
dog's blind  rushes  and  listening  to  the  witticisms  of 
spectators,  she  demanded  to  sec  the  banker.  Sam 
liiggs's  excuses  about  itiiportatit  business  fell  on  stony 
ground.  She  stationed  herself  at  the  teller's  window 
and  purposed  to  block  all  commerce  till  Mr.  Andrews 
should  be  at  leisure.  So  at  last  the  cashier  had  to 
usher  her  into  the  private  office. 

Mr.  Andrews  sprang  forward  from  his  chair  to 
greet  the  wealthy  depositor;  but  his  corrugated  fore- 
head and  an  agitated  rubbing  of  his  scalp,  that  al- 
ready blushed  like  a  harvest  moon,  betrayed  much  dis- 
t  resK. 

"Good-morning,  good-moniing! "  said  he.  "You 
find  me  at  my  busiest — my  very  busiest."  And  he 
filouglied  his  hands  through  licaj)s  of  j>apcrs  on  his  desk 
for  emphasis.  "  At  some  other  time  1  might  have 
given  you  a  less  distracted  attention.  Hm,  hm !  You 
won't   feel  hurt  if  I  ask  you  to  come  to  the  point  at 
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Slowly  and  impressively  seating  herself,  amid  a 
rustling  of  silks,  upon  the  chair  which  Sam  Riggs 
before  liis  withdrawal  had  placed  for  her,  the  widow 
laid  her  parasol  across  her  lap,  opined  tho  pockcthook. 
drew  forth  a  folded  handkerchief,  fanned  it  across  her 
face  \v,'h\,  then  unfuldid  II  In    iliii-  jcrk.^  that  shook 
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out  a  perfume  of  cologne,  softly  dabbed  it  over  her 
nose,  cheeks,  and  chin,  and  finally  restored  it  to  her 
pocketbook. 

Thereupon,  without  further  preface,  she  announced 
in  a  deep  solemn  voice,  "  Joe  Andrews,  your  bank  is 
going  to  be  robbed." 

On  hearing  this  the  banker  sat  rather  more  upright ; 
but  ho  knew  her  of  old,  and  was  by  no  means  panic- 
stricken. 

"  Mark  me  well,"  said  she.  "  You  will  be  robbed 
within  the  month." 

"How  do  you  know  ?  " 

"  It  was  revealed  to  uw  in  a  dream." 

"  I  see,"  said  Mr.  Andrews,  and  hid  a  smile  behind 
his  palm.  "  You  arc  gifted  with  the  tongue  of  proph- 
ecy." 

Widow  Thome  perceived  the  smile.  Her  manner 
grew  more  impressive,  her  voice  sank  deeper. 

"  Laugh  on,  .Joe  Andrews.  Soon  your  laughter  will 
turn  to  sighs.  To  us  students  of  the  occult,  dreams 
are  no  laughing  mutter.  For  seventeen  years  I  have 
devoted  to  occult  science  my  profoundost  thought.  I 
have  placed  myself  under  the  best  psychics  and 
mediums.  I  have  long  Inen  convinced  that  dreams  are 
simply  the  emergence  of  the  subliminal  self.  The 
subliminal  self  is  gifted  with  finer  insight  than  the  gross 
matcnal  body  and  senses.  It  is  often  en  rnppnrt,  as 
we  say,  with  the  spirit  world.  That  is  the  opinion  of 
Mrs.  Hypatia  Boggs  also,  ihe  wonderful  medium  and 
psychic  at  Lytle  Junction,  who  gives  sittings  onlv  to 
the  select  few." 
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"  YoM  may  be  right,  ma'm,"  said  Mr.  Andrews.  "  So 
may  your  Mrs.  Buggs      ..." 

"  Boggs !  " 

"Whatever  the  name  is!  But  I,  too,  used  to  have 
dreams  tliat  the  bank  was  being  robbed.  It  was  my 
ftundard  nightmare.  I  saw  masked  men,  dark  lan- 
terns, jimmies,  dynamite,  skeleton  keys,  nitroglycerin, 
— all  tho  horrors  of  burglary.  These  visions  always 
seized  mc  after  I  had  eaten  some  of  my  sister  Parthy's 
fruitcake  for  supper.  When  I  renounced  fruitcake, 
they  disappeared  forever."  And  Mr.  Andrews,  slap- 
ping his  knee,  broke  out  in  ;i  hearty  hiugh. 

The  widow  drew  forth  her  handkerchief  again,  dis- 
persing fragrance,  dabbed  a  spot  on  her  nose  which 
she  had  missed  before,  restored  the  handkerchief  to 
its  receptacle,  and  calmly  waited  for  the  loud  laughter 
of  ignorance  to  subside. 

"  There  are  dreams  and  dreams,"  said  she.  *'  For 
us  students  of  the  occult  it  is  easy  to  distinguish  the 
emergence  of  the  subliminal  self,  mark  me  well,  Joe 
Andrews." 

"  Indeed?"  said  Mr.  Andrews,  hardly  knowing  what 
else  to  reply. 

"  I  speak  in  kindness.  Listen.  The  first  time  was 
Monday  afternoon.  I  had  put  on  my  wrapper  and 
laid  down  on  the  sofa  in  the  sitting-room  with  the 
inside-blinds  shut,  after  a  lunch  of  cold  boiled  hiiin 
and  inMshcd  potato  and  lima  boiins.  It  seemed  I  had 
jnst  closed  my  eyes,  when  my  second  cousin,  Matilda 
Kdwina  Padgett,  who's  been  dead  these  ten  years, 
cnme  and  stood  by  the  sofa  in  the  blue  polka-dot  dress 
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I  liclped  her  baste  the  seams  for,  the  summer  before 
she  got  married.  '  Mary,'  says  she,  '  your  cherrywood 
box  is  in  danger,'  says  she.  '  Wliy,  Matty,'  says  I, 
'  it's  safe  in  the  vault  at  the  bank,'  says  I.  '  You  must 
bo  careful,'  says  she.  And  with  that,  before  I  could 
ask  her  anything  more,  she  vanished,  and  I  woke  up, 
:<v.d  Gripper  was  barking  at  a  cat  on  the  back- 
f.-nce." 

"  Heavens  and  earth,  Mary  Thome ! "  exclaimed  the 
banker.  "You  surely  don't  pretend  to  attach  im- 
portance to  a  dream  like  that!  You  know  our  pre- 
cautions     .      .      ." 

'•Mark  me  well,"  said  Widow  Thorne,  lifting  her 
voice     and     an     impressive     black-gloved     forefinger 
simultaneously.     "Tuesday  nothing  happened.    Wed- 
nesday nothing  happened.     Thursday  night  I  went  to 
bod  at  half-past  nine,  with  the  lamp  turned  low  on  my 
dnsser  in  case  I  wanted  to  get  up  in  the  night  and 
drink  a  sip  of  boneset  tea  as  I  often  tlo.     I  had  hardly 
(iozod  off,  when  it  seonu'd  somebody  came  Into  the  room 
and  turned  up  the  lamp, — and  there  was   my  cousin 
3Iatty  again   in   the  very  same  blue  polka-dot  dress, 
even  to  the  linen  collar  I  hemstitched  for  her.     '  Why, 
Matty,'  says   I,   '  is   that  you  ?  '     '  Yes,   IMary,'  says 
she,  '  I  came  to   tell  you  your  cherrywood  box   is  in 
danger,'  says  she.     'Ain't  it  safe  In  the  bank-vault.?' 
says  I.     'No,  it  ain't,'  says  she;  'you'll  lose  it  if  you 
ain't  careful,'  says  she.     And  then  she  was  gone,  and 
I  woke  up,  and  the  lamp  was  just  flickering  out  be- 
cause Salome  had  forgot  to  fill  it,  and  the  clock  down- 
stairs was  striking  three." 
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"  You*ve  had  a  peculiar  pair  of  dreams,"  Mr.  An- 
drews admitted,  nodding  his  head.  "  But  the  absurd- 
ity of  a  robber  breaking  into  our  bank-vault,  protected 
as  it  is  by  two  solid  feet  of  cement  in  a  hardened  steel 
casing,  with  a  time-lock      .       .      ." 

"  Wait,"  said  the  widow  still  more  impressively ; 
"  and  mark  this  well,  for  I  speak  in  kindness.  Friday 
I  went  over  on  the  ten  o'clock  'bus  to  Lytic  Junction 
to  consult  Mrs,  Hypatia  Boggs,  tlic  noted  psychic, 
about  my  two  dreams.  First  we  tried  the  slate-writ- 
ing, and  couldn't  get  an  answer, — Cousin  flatty  never 
was  much  of  a  hand  at  writing,  anyhow.  Then  Mrs. 
Boggs  went  into  a  trance,  and  almost  immediately 
her  control  described  Matilda  Edwina  Padgett  to  me 
like  a  photograph,  even  to  the  birthmark  under  her 
right  ear.  And  Matty  said  again  my  cherrywood  box, 
containing  the  seventeen  thousand  dollars  in  gold  and 
government  notes,  which  was  being  kept  In  the  bank- 
vault  for  safety,  was  in  danger  of  being  carried  off, 
and  it  might  happen  within  the  week  or  within  the 
month,  and  to  beware  of  a  tall  dark  man      .      .      .»* 

"Of  what?" 

"Of  a  tall  dark  man.  And  that  was  all  we  could 
learn." 

"  Now  I  don*t  want  to  criticise  your  beliefs,"  said 
the  banker,  wrinkling  his  forehead  and  furiously  rub- 
bing his  bald  spot  to  give  vent  to  his  irritation,  **  but 
don't  it  strike  you  that  this  Mrs.  Baggs      .      .      ." 

"Boggs!" 

"What's  her  name! — this  fortune  teller  who  connects 
you  with  the  tlead  at  so  much  per  trance,  may  be  only 
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a  clever  sharper?  She  may  have  taken  your  own 
unguarded  statements,  and  by  a  little  guess-work  and 
ambiguous  language.     .     .     ." 

Widow  Thome's  stare  of  magnificent  incredulity, 
over  the  Victorian  nose  dominant,  withered  him  into 
silence.  Her  deep  and  solenm  tones  had  sunk  half  an 
octave  lower  when  she  replied: 

"  Joe  Andrews,  none  of  my  statements  are  un- 
guarded! But  there  arc  none  so  blind  as  those  that 
won't  see!  Mark  me  well.  Your  bank  is  going  to  be 
robbed." 

"  Nonsense !  I  deny  it !  Let  mc  show  you  how 
absurd  it  is.  Sam !  Sam  Riggs !  "  Knowing  how- 
harmful  Mrs.  Thome's  tongue  could  be  unless  checked, 
the  big  banker  sprang  to  the  door  and  called  his 
cashier.  "  Come  in  here  a  minute,  Sam !  Now, 
madam,  if  you'll  just  let  Sam  conduct  you  down  to  the 
vault,  commonsense  will   show  you      .      .      .'* 

"  What  is  commonsense  against  occult  science ! " 
triumphantly  demanded  the  widow.  "  I  give  not  a 
snap  of  my  finger  for  commonsense!  If  my  cousin 
Matty,  who's  been  dead  these  ten  years,  comes  back 
and  tells  me  my  cherrywood  box  is  in  danger  here,  I 
know  it's  so!  And  I'm  going  to  take  that  box  out! 
So  now !  '* 

"  Take  it  out.?  '»  cried  Mr.  Andrews.  «  Why,  what 
safer  place  cou'  1  you  find?  "  And  as  the  cashier's  tall 
spare  form  appeared  in  the  doorway  at  that  moment, 
he  eagerly  appealed  to  him.  "  Sam,  Mrs.  Thornc  in- 
forms me  the  bank  is  going  to  be  robbed." 

"Robbed!"  echoed  Sam  Riggs;  and  over  his  dark 
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stem  features  a  momentary  paleness  flitted,  followed 
by  a  faint  smile. 

"  She  dreamt  it,  and  so  she  thinks  it  must  be  true. 
I  want  you  to  show  her  the  vault,  Sam,  the  time-lock, 
the  bars,  cement,  steel-casing     .      .      ." 

The  disciple  of  the  occult  arose  in  manifest  asperity, 
and  rapped  her  parasol  on  Mr.  Andrews'  desk. 

''  Drat  your  steel  locks  and  time  casings  and  such 
gibberish ! "  cried  she.  "  I  know  what  I  want !  I 
know  what  my  cousin  Matilda  Edwina  Padgett  said, 
don't  I?  Do  I  get  my  cherry  wood  box  or  have  I  got 
to  see  my  lawyer?  Answer  me  that,  Joe  Andrews!" 
And  the  floor  trembled  under  the  violent  stamping  of 
her  irate  foot. 

Mr.  Andrews  at  once  made  a  renunciatory  gesture 
of  his  hand. 

"  Go  fetch  it,  Sam, — while  I  draw  up  a  receipt  for 
her." 

"  All  right,"  said  Sam  Riggs.  "  But  if  you'd  come 
with  me,  Mrs.  Thome,  and  just  take  a  look,  I'm  sure 
you'd  be  convinced  nobody  but  Mr.  Andrews  or  myself 
could  ever  get  inside  that  vault     .      .      ." 

Widow  Thome  completely  lost  her  temper. 

"  I  wouldn't  leave  my  cherrywood  box  here — no,  not 
if  you  begged  me  on  your  bended  knees!  How  do  I 
know  you  won't  carry  it  off  yourself,  hey?  Wasn't  I 
warned  aj^ainst  a  tall  dark  man ! " 

Sam  Riggs  drew  himself  up  quite  rigid,  his  sallow 
sunken  cheeks  fading  to  a  livid  hue.  Then  he  gave  a 
comical  pucker  to  his  lips,  turned  on  his  heel,  and  left 
the  room.     Mr.  Andrews,  who  was  more  troubled  and 
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flurried  by  this  unkind  remark  than  the  cashier  him- 
self, became  deeply  occupied  at  his  desk,  preparing  the 
document  necessary  for  the  impending  transfer.  IMrs. 
Thome,  sinking  back  with  a  triuniplmnt  air  intj  her 
seat,  fanned  herself  vigorously  with  her  pockctbook.  to 
cool  the  angry  flush  on  her  countenance. 

Poverty  of  language  governed  the  remaining  for* 
malities.  Sam  Riggs  brought  in  the  box,  deposited  it 
on  Mr.  Andrews's  desk,  and  walked  out  without  u  word. 
After  a  deliberate  examination  of  the  box's  contents, 
the  widow  scrawled  her  signature  to  the  receipt  which 
the  banker  mutely  presented.  It  was  not  until  she 
was  about  to  carry  away  the  treasure  that  her  tongue 
became  loosened  once  more. 

"  You  have  had  your  warning,  Joe  Andrews,"  said 
she,  lifting  her  forefinger.  "  Woe  to  the  unhearing 
ear !     I  spoke  in  kindness.     Mark  me  well !  " 


CONVERSATION  had  slackened  a  moment  at  the 
Harrises*  dinner-table.  Dr.  Morcgraves's  pal- 
sied thumb  and  finger  lifted  a  fork  on  which  he 
had  impair  1  an  olive.  He  held  the  fruit  suspended  like 
a  faded  emerald  at  his  white  shirt-bosom,  and  with  that 
stiff  bracing  of  the  shoulders  which  heralded  one  of 
his  sententious  remarks,  glanced  right  and  left.  It 
was  growing  dark  in  the  dining-room — not  quite  dark 
enough  yet  for  lamps — and  a  rich  tender  light  lingered 
on  the  vistas  seen  through  the  windows.  At  the  old 
doctor's  side  sat  Julia,  madcap  daughter  of  the  house, 
a  freckled,  red-haired  little  hoyden  who  was  just  en- 
tering her  teens.  At  the  head  of  the  board  General 
Tom  Harris,  rather  preoccupied,  thinking.  .  perhaps,  of 
the  drains  he  contemplated  in  his  bottom  land,  traced 
imaginary  lines  on  the  tablecloth.  Mrs.  Harris  pre- 
sidod  over  the  teapot,  opposite  her  husband.  And 
across  from  the  doctor,  visible  to  him  above  a  slender 
vase  of  crimson  verbenas,  sat  the  prodigal. 

"  Almost  all  the  great  deeds  of  earth,"  remarked 
Dr.  Moregraves  at  last  in  his  sharp  quavering  voice, 
"  have  been  done  by  married  men, — probably  for  the 
same  reason  that  an  olive  must  be  pickled  to  bring  out 
its  bcot  qualities.'* 

He  let  his  ruminative  eye  linger  on  the  prodigal's 
curly  brown  head  and  fell  into  a  feeble  tittering  laugh; 
and  Randall,  looking  up  at  him,  laughed  too. 
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**  A  heatlioii  timt  ncvtr  wont  to  cliiircli  oughtn't  to 
condemn  the  sorvlci-,"  siiid  Mrs.  IlHrris  defensively. 

The  old  doctor  turned  in  his  chiiir  and  made  her 
quite  a  pjrand  bow. 

"  I  do  not,  Juley.  Such  ladies  as  jou  are  the  one 
unanswerable  argument  against  bachehirhood.  But 
marriage  is  like  the  mumps,  a  disease  which,  if  you 
escape  it  in  your  youth,  is  apt  to  prove  fatal  in  old 
age.'*  He  lifted  his  napkin  with  a  shaky  hand  to  wipe 
his  lips,  and  then  added,  "Still,  every  disease  should 
be  handled  scientifically.  I'm  an  advocate  of  vaccina- 
tion." 

"  Against  catching  a  wife,  doctor.?  "  asked  Randall, 
laughing. 

**  Vaccination  is  the  scientific  administering  of  the 
disease  in  an  innocuous  form — hem,  ha — to  prevent  its 
ravages."  The  physician  tried  to  say  more,  for  of 
late  years  he  had  grown  garrulous ;  but  a  slight  throat 
trouble  from  which  he  sufTored  turned  a  sudden  damper 
on  his  flow  of  words. 

"  If  one  could  only  be  sure  of  applying  the  right — 
what  do  you  call  it? — the  right  virus?"  munnurod 
JVfrs.  Harris  so  earnestly  that  they  all  smiled. 

General  Tom  Harris's  njeditative  frown  disappeared 
for  an  instant.  "  Mother  is  great  on  household 
remedies,"  said  he. 

Little  Julia,  an  impulsive  child,  blurted  out: 

"Doctor,  why  weren't  you  ever  married?" 

"Julia,  don't  ask  impertinent  questions,"  her  mother 
rebuked  her. 

The  patriarch  tittered  however  at  the  inquiry. 
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**  Because,'*  said  he,  "  women  are  like  melons, — you 
can't — hemt  ha — always  teU  the  sweet  ones  by  the 
riiul."  So  well  pleaHcd  was  he  by  this  retort,  that  as 
he  wiped  his  sunken  lips  he  repeated  it  more  loudly, 
smiling  around  to  make  sure  that  all  had  heard. 

Shortly  afterwards  Mrs.  Harris  stood  up,  and  they 
pushed  back  their  chairs  from  the  table. 

"  I'd  like  to  talk  with  3'ou  about  a  matter,  doctor, 
in  the  library,"  said  General  Harris. 

"  Always  at  your  service,  Tom,"  answered  the  phy- 
sician. 

Julia  rushed  on  ahead  into  the  shadowy  sitting-room, 
flung  herself  at  the  piano-stool,  thumped  a  dozen  bars 
of  the  "  Bride  Elect,"  in  jig  time,  forgot  the  rest,  ended 
in  a  discordant  crash  as  usual,  and  fled  with  shrill 
laughter  into  the  garden.  The  mother's  soft  eyes 
followed  the  small  dancing  form  as  it  poised  a  moment 
in  the  dark  old  doorway  against  the  subdued  light  ot 
evening,  but  they  turned  next  on  the  other  of  her  two 
children.  Her  gentle  face  always  seemed  to  take  on  a 
vague  fear  when  she  looked  at  him. 

"  Are  you  going  out.  Randy?  "  she  asked  wistfully. 

Randall  had  picked  up  his  white  hat,  and  lighted  a 
cigar. 

"  Only  for  a  smoke,  mother  dear,"  said  he.  "  Not 
going  away."  And  in  one  of  those  quick,  affectionate 
impulses  of  his,  he  put  his  arm  about  her  neck,  drew 
her  face  up  against  his  shoulder,  took  the  cigar  from 
his  mouth,  and  kissed  her.  "  Don't  fret,  mommy.  I'm 
going  to  be  a  good  boy  now." 

General  Tom  Harris  kindled  the  brass  lamp  in  the 
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library,  and  shut  the  door.  He  pushed  a  cushioned 
morris-chair  closer  to  the  heavy  oaken  table  for  Dr. 
Moregraves,  but  himself  then  remained  standing,  a 
firm  compact  resolute  figure,  in  front  of  the  black 
marble  mantel-piece. 

The  doctor's  feebleness  provoked  a  feebler  jest  as 
he  lowered  himself  by  degrees  into  the  morris-chuir, 
and  he  indulged  again  in  his  senile  titter.  For  all  that, 
he  was  a  fine  old  figure  in  his  black  cvcning-coat  and 
snowy  linen,  which  he  always  insisted  on  wearing  at 
dinner.  His  clawlike  hands  were  propped  on  the  gold- 
headed  cane  which  had  been  a  testamentary  bequest 
from  General  Tom's  father,  "  Contreras  "  Harris ;  and 
the  lamplight  threw  streaks  of  shadow  along  the 
wrinkles  of  his  high  yellow  forehead  and  a(juiline 
ftatures.  Dr.  Moregraves  was  no  relative  of  the  Har- 
rises. But  he  had  been  regimental  surgeon  under 
"Contreras"  Harris  before  and  during  the  Mexican 
War,  and  that  crippled  hero's  medical  attendant  and 
bosom  friend  till  death,  so  that  he  had  become  an  es- 
sential part  of  the  Harris  household.  After  the 
father's  death,  he  had  continued  to  make  his  home  with 
the  son,  although  he  had  ample  private  means. 

"The  fact  is,"  said  General  Tom  Harris,  clasping 
his  hands  behind  him  and  backing  up  to  the  empty 
hearth,  "  I'm  stumped  about  Randall." 

"Eh?     In  what  respect?"  quavered  Moregraves. 
"  First  tell   me,  doctor, — how   has  his  conduct   im- 
pressed you  since  he  came  home?  " 

"Kh?  Admirably!  Why,  admirably !  Randall 
has  conducted  liimself,  sir, — like  a  sensitive,  spirited 
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ung  gentleman  who  realises — hem,  ha — that  he's 
sv.<newhat  in  disgrace.  Quiet  .  .  .  asserts  him- 
self little  .  .  .  prefers  solitude  ...  on 
his  guard     .      .      .** 

"  That's  it !  On  his  guard  1  *'  cried  General  Harris 
in  a  sudden  heat,  and  his  impatient  gesture  knocked 
from  the  mantel  a  small  china  image  of  Mercury, 
which  shattered  on  the  hearth.  "  Hundull  is  on  his 
guard  against  his  own  father!  (Confound  it,  see  what 
a  mess  I've  made  here!  Mother  will  scold  about  this!)'* 
Stooping  to  pick  up  the  broken  pieces,  the  general 
went  right  on  talking,  "  Randall  refuses  to  trust  me. 
I've  been  severe  with  him,  but  only  for  his  own  good, 
doctor,  you  know.  He  ought  to  see  that!  He's  got 
bruins  enough!  '* 

"  Brains  enough,  to  be  sure,  Tom !  "  Moregraves 
wagged  his  white  head  eagerly;  his  admiration  of  llan- 
dall  was  almost  a  doting  fondness.  "  That  lad  is 
keen  as  a  now  oistoury  !  He'll  be — ha — the  greatest 
Harris  yet !  I  always  said  it — alway.?  said  it !  D'y' 
remember,  Tom,  I  measured  his  head  in  the  cradle  with 
the  craniometer.  Figures  are  somewliere  in  my 
papers." 

"  It  was  never  Randall's  way  before  to  be  sulky  or 
vindictive.  Why  does  he  .show  distrust?  Why  hide 
his  troubles  from  me.''  Doctor,  <!on't  you  see  the  dan- 
ger he's  running  by  his  secretivenoss?  " 

"Danger,  eh.'  What  danger.-*  The  boy  in  danger 
and  I  here  idle!"  The  octogenarian,  who  indeed  had 
hitherto  only  abstractedly  followed  the  other's  remarks, 
raised  himself  trembling  from  the  morris-chair. 
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"Be  calm,  sir,"  said  General  Harris.  He  stepped 
to  the  table,  leaned  partly  across  it,  glanced  at  the 
open  windows,  which  showed  the  darkening  hills  east- 
ward, and  spoke  in  a  lowered  voice  which  compelled  his 
anxious  auditor  to  put  up  one  hand  as  an  ear-trumpet. 
"  When  Gabriel  Trench  hurried  to  New  York  to  get 
Randall  out  of  jail,  he  fell  in  with  Hawley  Sackbutt 
on  the  train ;  and  the  scoundrel  boasted  that  his  sou 
had  just  cleaned  Randall  out  at  a  game  of  poker 
and  held  his  promissorj  note  for  a  heavy  sum  of 
money." 

"  Aye  ?     A  heavy  sum  you  say  ?  " 

"  Now,  Randall  didn't  suppose  Judge  Trench  had 
learned  of  the  gambling  debt.  He  never  once  iiinted 
of  it,  through  all  his  other  trouble.  He  thinks  I  don't 
know." 

"Well,  it  must  be  paid,  Tom!  Can't  you  raise  it? 
Shall  I?  You  know  the  boy  has  no  money!  How 
much  is  it  ?  " 

"Pay  it?  Do  you  suppose  I'd  let  that  Sackbutt 
have  his  sneer  at  us,  saying  that  we  dodfrf  our  debts? 
I'd  beggar  myself  first!  Of  course  I'll  pay  it— .is 
soon  as  Randall  gives  me  a  chance.  But  when  he  per- 
sists in  silence,  how  can  I?  He  must  raise  tlie  sum 
in  a  few  weeks.  He  has  no  resources.  Then  why 
does  he  conceal  this  need  of  help?  " 

"Pooh,  pooh!  He  dreads  a  lecture,  Tom.  No 
doubt  he's  waiting — hmp — to  let  you  cool  off  from 
that  other  escapade." 

General  Harris  picked  up  a  couple  of  pieces  of  the 
broken  Mercury  which  he  had  laid  on  the  table,  and 
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began  trying  to  fit  the  edges  together.  His  strong 
open  face  was  downcast. 

"  The  concealment  of  it,  doctor,  has  an  ugly  look. 
His  pride,  that  cursed  stubborn  stiff-necked  pride  of 
his,  may  drive  him  to  some  derperatc  step.  There  was 
his  grandfather  on  hi^.  mother's  side, — seeiris  to  me  I 
heard  it  rumoured  he  shot  himself  in  a  gambling 
dive    .    .    ." 

"  No,  no,  no ! "  hurriedly  cried  Moregravos,  his  with- 
ered yellow  face  distorted  and  cliop-fullen  from  alarm. 
"Poor  Kob  Randall  never  shot  liiiiisolf!  'Twas  an 
infamous  lie!  Shot  by  a  gambler,  I  tell  yoi  !  In  New 
Orleans,  just  at  the  outbreak  of  the  Mexican  War!" 
He  was  silent  a  few  moments,  swaHowing  aut'.ibly,  to 
clear  his  throat,  and  then  asked,  **  Who  holds  the  note, 
d'y'  say?" 

'•  S.ickbutt,  — Itogor  Sackbutt.  Thiy  met  at  the 
New  London  races." 

"  Why  not  hint  a  little — ha.^  Encourage  the  lad  to 
confess." 

*'  Doctor,  so  far  as  I  decently  could,  I  have.  Twice 
I  asked  him  if  he  had  any  more  bills  to  meet.  I  shall 
make  no  more  overtures.  He  must  como  frankly  to 
me." 

"Bah!  Youth's  skin  is  thin — nntoughened  by  the 
frosts  of  disillusionment.  Allow  f'>r  that!  Pave  the 
Wi^^  for  him,  Tom.      Pave  the  way." 

''  Sir,  if  I  condone  his  errors  before  he  even  owns 
to  them, — I  am      .      .       ." 

"  Pooh,  pooh !     Be  reasonable !  " 

**l've  done  my  best.     A   father    should    know    his 
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place.  It  has  its  dignities.  Ono  has  no  right  to 
crain  hiiiiMlf  into  hi.s  son's  unwilling  confidence  like 
a  cross-examiner.  Let  llanciull  first  conKss  Km  wrong- 
doing." 

"Ha!  There  spake  the  old  Harris  stubbornness 
too!" 

"  Call  it  what  you  please,"  said  the  general  with 
firm  lips,  laving  on  the  table  the  two  piecos  of  china. 
"  I'll  do  uiv  duty  by  my  son  as  I  see  it." 

"I  shan't  argue  with  you!''  cried  the  octogenarian, 
and  his  lean  yellow  jaw  shook  with  passion.  ''  Didn't 
I  argue  by  the  hour  with  old  Contreras  in  his  stubborn 
fits!  What  good  ever  tame  of  it!  Damn  it!  Who 
ever  saw  a  Harris  yield  to  reason!"  He  planttd  his 
cane  Inside  him,  got  one  hand  on  the  table-edge,  and 
thus  crept  to  his  feet.  "Where's  Randall.^  I'll  go 
talk  to  him!" 

"  I  trust,  doctor,  you'll  be  silent  on  my  knowledge 
of  the  note,"  said  General  Harris. 

At  this  Dr.  Moregraves  drew  fiimseif  up  lo  thi-  full- 
nes"-  of  his  stately  height  and  looked  at  tin-  short 
general  stea<lily. 

"  Hy  (Jalen  !  "  said  he,  breaking  out  of  a  su<lden  in 
a  high  .■>hrill  voici-  like  an  escape  of  steam.  "It  is  too 
nmcli !  I'll  have  my  trunks  packed  and  my  books 
boxed  tonight'  I'll  not  sleep  under  the  roof  of  a  man 
that  insults  me  !  " 

It  \vii>  h!^  ifivariable  threat  whenever  aggravated. 

With  reddened  face  Gemral  Harris  hastened  'o 
apologi--i  for  his  blunder,  (hclariiig  that  he  had  meant 
no  base  !n<imi.ition  and  harl  spoken  before  thinking. 
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"Aye,  Tom,  before  thinking,"  the  physician  re- 
peated with  withering  sarcasm,  although  instantly 
iiioUificd.  "  That's  boeii  the  motto  of  the  Harrises  al- 
ways. And  poor  old  Moregraves,  whose  advice  is  sure 
to  be  rejected  till  too  late,  is  then  invited  to  patch  up 
the  ruins."  And  with  a  shaky  finder  he  touched  sig- 
nificantly the  bits  of  china  on  the  table. 

Evening  meantime  had  almost  ended  its  novitiate 
and  was  soon  to  take  the  veil  of  night.  At  the  foot 
of  the  hill,  in  the  low  marshy  ground  lu-hind  the  house, 
a  frog-choir  raised  a  batr  chian  chant  to  the  large 
low  moon  that  was  just  then  appearing  over  the  black 
hills  like  the  ghost  of  the  buried  sun.  Katydids  main- 
tained their  eternal  dispute  in  the  syringa  bushes  with 
slirtwish  persistence,  Down  by  the  gate  arose  now 
and  then  a  wailing  cry  of  some  night-bird  flitting  to 
and  fro  in  the  dusk.  Hardly  any  breeze  was  notice- 
u})l('.  The  smoke  of  Randall's  cigar  drifted  in  slow 
coils  across  the  lawn. 

'J'lie  young  man  stood  on  the  gravel  path  west  of 
the  liousu  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets  and  his  cigar 
tilted  up  alongside  his  cheek.  Enjoying  the  quiet  har- 
mony (.  the  scene  before  him.  he  looked  out  along 
the  wido  grey  stretches  of  river  flowing  between  dark 
and  narrowing  wooded  bluffs  into  the  red  sea  that 
staitH'd  the  western  horizon. 

"  Hist ! " 

Was  it  only  a  fancy  that  he  had  heard  a  whispered 
sij,nii(!?  He  turned  and  looked  all  about  him.  No 
}iui»iii!!  being  was  in  sight.  The  clipped  lawn  rolled 
'iuui!    like  a  green   velvet   carpet   to   the   pine   gloom. 
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Around  him  the  low  flower-stalks  and  buslics  seemed 
tenanted  only  by  fireflies,  the  indefatigable  little  night- 
watchiuon  of  the  insect  world,  who  poked  their  glim- 
MR'ring  dark-lanterns  hither  and  thither  among  the 
leaves. 

"Hist!" 

This  time  the  sound  seemed  closer  at  hand.  It  was 
like  the  cautious  hiss  one  makes  between  his  teeth  in 
trying  to  attract  somebody's  attention  while  fearing 
to  be  overheard  elsewhere. 

'*  I  must  have  the  creeps,"  Randall  muttered,  star- 
ing about  him. 

There  was  a  smothered  laugh.  A  wet  hollyhock 
stalk  smote  him  suddenly  on  the  check.  He  turned 
and  got  a  glimpse  of  his  romping  little  sister  as  she 
fled  around  the  comer  of  the  house. 

"  You  just  wait,  kid !  "  he  sung  out,  laughing.  "  I'll 
fix  you  for  that!" 

"  Can't  catch  me ! — can't  catch  mc ! — can't  catch 
me !  '*  she  mocked  him. 

But  Randall  was  too  much  inclined  to  reflection  over 
his  troubles  to  take  up  her  challenge.  Since  his  rebuff 
by  the  banker  that  morning,  he  had  vainly  cudgelled 
his  brains  for  a  practical  method  of  raising  money  to 
meet  Sackbutt's  note.  With  lapses  of  an  easy  Micaw- 
Ixroan  philosophy  which  had  formerly  been  habitual 
to  him,  he  had  repeatedly  assured  himsolf  that  some- 
thing would  turn  up.  But  the  spectre  would  not  down. 
He  began  to  pace  slowly  back  and  forth,  puffing  at  his 
cigar. 

A  screen-door  slammed ;   a  tapping  of  a  cane  and 
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shuffling  of  feet  soundi'd  on  tlie  front  porch;  and 
presently  a  sharp  quavering  voice  pierced  the 
shadows. 

"  Randall?     Is  that  you  out  there,— ha?  " 

♦*  Yes,  doctor." 

"  Your  arm,  sir !     Help  me  down !  " 

Age  hud  made  Dr.  Moregraves  exacting  and  tyran- 
nical, and  he  had  a  sharp  sarcastic  way  at  times  which 
was  hard  to  endure;  but  everybody  in  the  house  yielded 
him  prompt  obedience.  Randall  sprung  forward  now 
and  assisted  him  down  the  steps. 

"  I  wished  to  accompany  you — hem,  ha — in  your 
promenade,"  said  the  venerable  man,  holding  fast  to 
Randall's  arm.  "  It's  just  the  evening  for  a  little  exer- 
cise." 

And  still  leaning  heavily  on  Randall's  arm  and  ply- 
ing the  cane  diligently,  he  began  to  walk  to  and  fro. 
He  hud  come  out  of  the  house  bareheaded.  In  the 
moonlight,  with  his  bluck  clothes  and  profusion  of  linen 
and  white  huir,  he  looked  like  one  of  those  powdered  anil 
pirukecl  old  beuus  that  smirk  dimly  out  of  a  darkened 
cuiivus.  The  beuuty  of  the  night  impressed  him;  in 
a  raised  nasal  voice  he  quoted  a  line  of  Tom  Hood's, 
"Oiu-  of  those  still  eves  touched  with  the  dewy  sad- 
ness of  the  time,"  and  then  nunle  some  comj)lucent  re- 
mark uhout  his  excellent  memory. 

'•  Indted  you  have  a  wonderful  memorv,  sir,"  said 
Runilull. 

Moregraves  turned  very  testily  upon  him. 

"And  why?  BecaUM-  in  the  days  of  my  youth  I 
stored  it  full    of    treasures !     I    made    it    no    chaniel- 
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vault!     I  threw  in  no  rubbish — billiards — cards — wine 
bottles — ha.     .     .     ." 

"  I've  cut  all  that  out,  sir,"  said  Randall  respect- 
fully, on  perceiving  the  other  had  stopped  from  lack 
of  breath.  "  I've  taken  a  kill-or-cure  remedy.  You'll 
see  no  more  of  it." 

"  Well,  see  that  I  don't,— sec  that  I  don't !  "  They 
had  extended  their  walk  to  the  east  side  of  the  house, 
under  the  lighted  library  windows ;  and  tlie  old  doctor 
halted  and  tapped  his  cane  thoughtfully  on  a  rustic 
bench.  "  Strange,  strange,"  muttered  he.  "  It 
seems  hereditary.  Now  if  one  could  by — ha — micro- 
scopic study  of  the  formation  of  the  caudate  cells  of 
the  parietal  lobe.     .     .     ." 

"  What  did  you  say,  doctor?  " 

"  Stubbornness — stubbornness — stubbornness  !  " 

"  I  didn't  notice  I  was  displaying  it  just  now,"  said 
Randall  with  a  laugh. 

"Eh.?  I  was  thinking  of  years  ago!  Many's  the 
time  I  sat  here  ...  no,  'twas  yonder.  The  seat 
used  to  be  that  side  the  uni ; — there  were  Bousault 
roses  growing; — your  mother  used  to  be  very  fond  of 
*em.  .  .  .  Ah,  well,  I  sat  here  by  the  hour  to  rea- 
son your  grandfather  out  of  some  of  his  contrary 
whims.  \o  use,  no  use!  Never  changed  a  jot  on 
unytliing!  He  only  swore  at  me.  And  gad! — how 
Contrcras  could  swear!" 

"  Wliat  way  did  my  grandfather's  whim  run?  "  Ran- 
dall aski'd. 

"Why,  all  ways!  Warm  bread,  for  instance.  To 
a  man   in   his  condition,  sheer  poison !     I   forbade   it. 
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Wouldn't  obey  me.  I  threatened  to  leave  the  house — 
abandon  him  to  those  Ljtle  quacks.  Then  he  used  to 
bribe — ha — that  damned  nigger  body-servant  of  his, 
Job,  to  steal  it  from  the  kitclicn  on  baking  day.  Had 
to  watch  'em  both  like  a  Imwk.  Waylaid  Job  on  the 
stairs,  by  Galen  ! — right  at  the  general's  door !  Caught 
liiiM   red-handed   and  swore  I'd  bisect   his   carotid  ar- 


tery!    How    that    black     villain     ran! 
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old  Contreras  cursing  like  a  thunderstorm  inside  the 
room.    Te,  he,  he !  " 

"  Yes,  you  always  said  grandfather  was  set  in  his 
ways,"  Randall  observed. 

"Set,  eh?  Rooted  in  'em! — cemented!"  More- 
graves  lowered  himself  to  a  sitting  position  on  the 
bench,  while  Randall  remained  standing  before  him. 
"  Betted  me  once  he'd  make  Tom  marry  Julia  Randall 
.     .     .     Well,  by  gad,  he  won  too  !  " 

"  At  least  you'll  admit  the  governor  wasn't  stub- 
born," said  Randall  laughing.     "  He  obeyed." 

"Eh.?  What's  that?"  cried  the  old  gentleman 
with  a  sneer.  "Stubborn?  Worse  than  old  Con- 
treras himself!  Never  gave  an  inch  on  anything. 
Wliy,  what  but  his  bull-headedness  won  that  battle  on 
Kettle  Hill?  .  .  .  Come  now — ha — did  you  ever 
soc  him  yli'ld  on  any  position?" 

"  I  never  saw  my  father  assume  a  position  that 
wasn't  right,"  said  Randall  proudly.  "  So  why  should 
he?" 

"  Pooh,  pooh,"  sneered  Moregraves,  and  began  to 
drag  his  cane's  tip  in  a  semicircle  before  him  on  tlie 
gravel,  muttering  to  himself.     Then  he  raised  his  head 
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abruptly.  "  You've  got  u  protty  reliable  father, 
eh?  '*     .said  he. 

"A  cursed  sight  better  one  than  I  deser\'e!" 

**  Tom  Harris  never  was  one  to  promise  much.  His 
word  is  the  deed  itself.  But  you  never  found  him  fail- 
ing you,  eh? — where  you  had  scuffed  yourself  against 
some  of  tlie  rough  seams  of  life?  " 

Randall  was  silent,  his  face  in  shadow;  but  he  had 
thrown  away  his  cigar-stump,  and  seemed  deeply  at- 
tentive. 

"Eh?"  inquired  the  old  man  peevishly  after  a  few 
moments,  poking  at  him  with  the  cane.  "  Why 
don't    you    speak?     Haven't   you    always    found   liim 

80?'» 

"  I — I  suppose  so,"  the  young  man  answered  in  a 
lowered  voice. 

"  Vou  never  hesitated  to  take  your  troubles  to  him, 
eh?     You  know  he'll  stand  by  you?  " 

A^ain  the  young  man  was  silent  ii  iiiumeiit,  and 
stepped  a  little  farther  back  into  the  shadow. 

"Oh,  he'd  stand  by  me,  I  suf>p<)sc.      It's  not  that." 

"  Eh?     What  then?     What  then?  " 

"  W^ell,  it's  this  way,  sir.  Father  has  done  great 
<leeds.  He's  lived  a  simple  strai<^htforwar<l  life. 
He'd  go  to  hell  rather  than  not  keep  his  word!  He 
despises  a  fellow  who  lets  himself  be  taken  off'  his 
guard  and  yields  to  a  temptation  that  he  had  prom- 
ised.    .     .     .'* 

Randall  stop{)ed  short.  His  mother  had  come  to 
the  open  library-window  behind  him  with  a  flimsy 
white  scarf  flung  over  her  shoulders.     Dr.  Moregraves 
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uttered  an  irritiitcd  grunt  at  the  unsccnily  interrup- 
tion. 

"  Randy?  "  she  called.  "  Is  Dr.  Morograves  sitting 
out  thire  without  his  hut?" 

"  Vos,  mother." 

"Tell  hiu)  to  come  right  in  the  house!  There's 
such  a  heavy  dew !     He'll  catch  cold !  " 

Thereupon  the  philosopher  who  hud  eloquently 
ruiled  against  stubbornness  arose  from  the  bench,  and 
with  that  polish  of  manner  which  never  forsook  him, 
bowed  towards  the  window, 

"  .luley,  my  dear,"  .sai<l  he,  «  I  thank  you  for  this 
solicitude,  but  there's  not— hm,  ha— the  slightest 
dew." 

"I  feel  it  on  my  hand,  doctor.  The  windowsill  is 
wet  with  it!" 

"  I  assure  you  you  are  mistaken." 

*'  \'ery  well,  then,"  answered  Mrs.  Harris  in  a  de- 
cided tone,  "  I'm  coming  out  there  to  sit  with  you 
till  you  do  come  in." 

"(iood  gad!"  exclaimed  the  physician  horrified, 
his  professional  instincts  aroused.  "  This  damp 
night-air  would  kill  you!  Stay  there!  Stay  there! 
I'm  coming!     Randall,  your  arm!" 

As  they  paced  slowly  towards  the  front  of  the  house. 
Dr.  iMoregraves  tried  to  persuade  Randall  to  finish  his 
interrupted  statement. 

"  Providence  appeared  in  my  mother's  image  to 
eheck  my  tongue,"  the  yoinig  man  laughingly  replied 
between  jest  and  earnest.  "  It's  lucky  for  fools  that 
Providence  takes  enough  Interest  in  them  sometimes  to 
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rein  them  back  on  their  haunches,  or  they'd  never  dis- 
cover they  could  quit  running.  I  never  knew  who  e 
to  stop.     That's  my  whole  story." 

"Pooh!  Nonsense!  You  say  just  enough  to  show 
you  need  a  confessor.  You'll  bear  one  point  in  mind, 
eh?" 

"What's  that,  doctor?" 

"If  there's  anything  you're  ashamed  to  tell  your 
father, — what  is  old  Moregraves  for,  eh?  No  sin  or 
shame  done  under  the  sun  or  moon  that  a  real  physi- 
cian mty  despise.  .  .  .  Here's  the  first  step. 
Easy.  .  .  .  Nothing  despicable,  sir,  .  .  . 
Ah,  my  cane  fell! — Thank  you.  .  .  .  Nothing 
despicable,  sir,  but  hypocrisy."  The  aged  man 
paused  on  the  steps  for  breath,  resting  against  a  pil- 
lar. "  If  you  don't  confide  in  me — hm,  ha — I'll  deem 
it  an  insult.     Yes,  by  Galen,  an  insult ! " 

"  You  are  very  kind,  doctor,"  Randall  murmured  in 
a  hurried  voice,  visibly  moved.  "  I  thank  you. 
.     .     .     I'll  think  it  over." 

They  were  standing  thus  on  the  steps,  when  a  shrill 
cry  of  terror  stabbed  the  evening  quietude.  Almost 
before  Randall  could  leap  down  from  the  porch,  little 
Julia  came  flying  around  the  corner  of  the  house,  and 
moaning  and  sobbing  with  agitation  flung  herself  into 
hei  brother's  arms. 

"What's  the  matter?  "  he  implored. 

"  Oh,  oh !  "  she  panted.     "  In  the  shrubbery !  " 

"Yes?     What?— A  snake?" 

*'  In    the   shrubbery     .     .     .     lying    down     .     .     . 
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a  man  with  a  big  club!     I  ste-stepped  on  him.     Oh, 
oh !     He  jumped  and  ran  awa-ay  !  " 

While  her  tremulous  lips  were  struggling  to  form 
the  words,  her  father  and  mother,  the  mulatto  servant 
named  Martha,  and  the  negro  stable-hand  Henry,  all 
rushed  severally  out  of  the  house  or  around  it,  alarmed 
by  the  child's  shriek.  It  was  almost  impossible  in  the 
confusion  to  catch  what  she  said,  but  she  pointed 
vaguely  to  the  west  of  the  house. 

Randall,  his  father,  and  the  negro  Henry  at  once 
started  in  that  direction.  They  ran  down  the  lawn, 
and  a  silly  young  hound  that  had  followed  Henry 
from  the  stable  frisked  and  barked  uselessly.  Night 
had  already  enshrouded  the  fields.  Their  search 
proved  futile.  After  beating  along  the  hedges  and 
vainly  coaxing  the  foolish  hound  to  pick  up  a  trail, 
they  returned  to  the  house. 

General  Harris  then  lighted  a  lantern  and  went  out 
with  Randall  to  examine  the  shrubbery.  Under  the 
syringa  bushes  near  the  gravel  path  at  the  western 
side  of  the  house  they  found  where  a  man  must  have 
lain  on  his  stomach.  The  soft  earth  had  been  dented 
by  his  elbows  and  toes.  Clinging  to  one  of  the  twigs 
was  a  strip  of  coarse  dirty  cloth  that  evidently  had 
been  torn  from  his  shirt  as  he  wormed  his  way  along. 

At  these  signs,  revealed  by  the  light  of  the  lantern, 
General  Harris  looked  grim. 

Randall  gave  a  low  whistle  of  astonished  recollec- 
tion. 

"Why,  do  you  know,  I  stood  yonder  on  the  walk, 
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smoking,  this  evening,'*  said  he.  **Once  or  twice  I 
thought  I  heard  a  low  signal;  but  just  then  Juley 
slipped  up  behind  me  to  surprise  me,  and  I  decided  the 
noise  had  come  from  her." 

"What  did  it  sound  like?'*  the  general  asked. 

Randall  hissed  softly  between  his  teeth. 

"  Hmp !  '*  muttered  General  Harris.  "  As  if  trying 
to  get  your  attention  ?  '* 

"  Yes, — or  somebody  else's." 

"  I  wish  there  was  a  bloodhoi:  id  near.  But  prob- 
ably it  was  no  more  than  a  vagabond  darky  or  tramp 
looking  for  what  he  could  steal.     Let's  go  in." 
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VI 

JUDGE  GABRIEL  TRENCH  was  an  old-fashioned 
type  of  lawyer,  and  his  office  in  the  Bloodgood 
Block,  above  the  bank,  an  old-fashioned  type  of 
office,  rude  and  primitive  as  to  furniture.  Judge  Trench 
was  well-to-do,  however,  and  by  long  odds  the  leader  of 
the  county  bar.  He  had  served  a  tenn  on  the  state  su- 
preme bench,  and  for  years  had  enjoyed  a  larger 
1  clientage  than  the  most  successful  law-firms  at  Lytic 

Junction.  Many  of  his  clients,  indeed,  and  the  more 
lucrative  part  of  his  practice,  came  from  Lytic ;  and 
he  might  profitably  have  removed  his  office  to  that  city. 
But  Judge  Trench  was  an  oak  whose  rugged  roots 
sank  deep  in  the  soil  where  he  had  grown.  A  man  of 
strong  affections,  he  clung  to  his  boyhood  scenes  and 
all  familiar  homely  surroundings.  And  for  the  same 
reason  he  still  kept  his  shabby  old  furniture. 

*'  Just  hang  your  hat  there  on  a  hook  behind  the 
door,"  said  he  to  Randall,  when  that  young  gentle- 
man presented  himself  Monday  morning.  "  You'll 
find  plenty  of  books  on  these  shelves.  Digest  and  re- 
vised statutes  down  in  that  corner, — supreme  court 
reports  up  there.  And  if  there's  anything  you  can't 
find,  get  Napoleon  Nickell  to  show  you.  Nap  is  a 
handy  willing  sort  of  a  chap  and  a  good  clerk,  though 
he's  a  little  cranky.  That's  Nap  coming  upstairs 
now." 
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Thereupon,  as  a  nervous  client  was  pacing  up  and 
down  in  his  private  office,  Judge  Trench  withdrew  into 
it  and  shut  the  door.  At  the  same  moment  the  outer 
door  opened,  and  a  short,  thick-set  young  man,  any- 
where between  twenty-five  and  thirty  years,  dressed  in 
a  striped  grey  coat  and  trousers,  a  barred  shirl,  and 
crimson  tie,  darted  into  the  room  with  his  eye  on  the 
clock. 

"Tag!  She's  stopped  again!"  cried  he  to  the 
mulatto  office-boy,  at  the  same  time  flinging  his 
cap  on  a  hook.  "  You  forgot  to  wind  her !  Climb 
up,  ycu  imp,  and  turn  that  short  pointer  till 
I  say  stop."  He  pulled  out  of  his  vest-pocket  a 
great  brassy  watch  at  the  end  of  a  great  brassy  chain, 
and  then  for  the  first  time  appearing  to  notice  Ran- 
dall, gave  a  loud  truculent  snort. 

"Hello,  Nap,"  said  Randall,  who  knew  the  clerk 
well. 

"So!"  said  Nickell,  making  his  voice  painfully 
aspirate  and  giving  another  truculent  snort.  "  Rule 
one — Gauge  your  man."  And  he  deliberately  eyed 
Randall  from  head  to  toe  and  then  from  toe  to  head. 
"  So !  You're  to  be  added  to  our  midst,  are  you ! 
Wlif !  Is  it  to  be  peace  or  war.  Randy  Harris  ?  The 
issue  lies  with  you  !  " 

Napoleon  B.  Nickell  had  an  air  of  startling  and 
aggressive  energy  in  all  he  did.  His  chin  drawn  in, 
his  neck  stiffened,  a  mass  of  thick  why  black  hair 
bristling  like  a  curvi d  horn  over  his  forehead,  and  a 
red  beak  of  a  nose  projecting  like  another  curved  horn 
under  it, — he  looked  not  unlike  a  gamecock. 
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"  What  in  thunder  do  you  mean,  Nap?  "  asked  Ran- 
dall, and  laughed  amusedly  at  the  clerk's  belligerent 
attitude. 

"Stop  'er.  Tag!  Stop  'er!"  cried  Nickell  to  the 
mulatto  boy,  who  had  climbed  on  a  stool  and  was  turn- 
ing the  hour-hand  of  the  clock.  "  Back  a  leetle. 
There  you  are!  Now  wind  'er."  He  slapped  the 
watch  into  his  vest-pocket,  and  abruptly  bristled  up 
at  Randall  again.  "  Rule  three — Avoid  unnecessary 
subterfuge.  Let's  go  to  the  merits  of  this  case  at 
once,  Randy  Harris!  This" — he  swept  an  imposing 
gesture  about  the  room — "  this  for  the  past  seven 
years,  five  months,  and  three  days,  has  been  mi/  juris- 
diction !  Them  file-cases  have  been  my  care !  That 
letter-press  there  is  a  monument  to  my  industry!  This 
Remington  here  has  known  the  touch  of  no  digits  but 
these.  When  the  judge  wanted  something, — he  has 
come  to  me  !  When  he  dictated  a  letter  or  brief,  it 
was  me  took  it  down!  To  me  has  been  given  exclu- 
sive super'ntendence  of  books,  papers,  records,  filings, 
and  janitry,  namely.  Tag  Hibbard  there."  He  jerked 
his  thumb  at  the  mulatto  boy,  who  had  paused  in  the 
process  of  winding  the  clock  to  turn  his  great  staring 
eyes  on  the  speaker.  *  Now,  then.  Randy  Harris! 
Let's  call  a  spade  a  spade!  You  have  come  into  our 
midst.  You've  been  named  in  the  caption.  Speak 
out!  File  your  pleadings.  What  claim  do  you  set 
up?     Whf!" 

Randall  laughed  again,  and  slapped  the  combative 
little  man  on  the  shoulder. 

"  If  you  think  I'll  usurp  your  occplru  here.  Nap," 
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said  he,  "you're  confoundedly  mistaken.  Pm  only 
here  to  study  for  my  bar  exams.  So  keep  your  royal 
crown  on.  I'm  not  going  to  fool  with  your  letter- 
presses or  files.  All  I  ask  is  the  humble  privilege  of 
using  the  bookcases.     Shake !  " 

"On  that  bilateral  contract,"  said  Nickcll  guard- 
edly, "the  homy  hand  that  beats  the  typewriter  ex- 
tends in  friendship  to  the  lily  palm  that  dallies  with 
the  flush  and  straight." 

The  hand,  however,  which  Randall  had  held  out  in 
token  of  amity,  changed  its  destination  at  these  words, 
and  transferred  itself  to  the  clerk's  collar. 

"  By  heavens,  you  little  wretch !  "  exclahned  he,  as 
he  shook  him  till  his  teeth  rattled.  "  Refer  again,  no 
matter  how  remotely,  to  that  New  York  afTair,  and  I'll 
thrash  you  within  an  inch  of  your  coffin!  Under- 
stand.?" 

"  All  right,  Randy !  "  gasped  the  little  man.  "  Let 
loose!  I  won't  do  it  again !  "  Then  he  reproachfully 
added,  rearranging  the  crimson  tie,  "  Vou're  darned 
inconsiderate,  to  humble  a  fellow  before  his  subordi- 
nate!" 

"Beg  pardon,  old  man,"  said  Randall.  "Here. 
Have  a  cigar." 

Peace  thus  estabhshed,  the  office  became  a  scene  of 
remarkable  industry.  Napoleon  Nickell  seated  him- 
self at  his  machine  bolt-upright,  with  the  air  of  a  vir- 
tuoso; he  was  a  swift  operator  of  the  typewriter,  and 
soon  his  keys  were  clicking  like  a  rattle  of  hailstones 
against  a  window-pane ;  and  ever  and  anon  he  emitted 
a  fierce  snort  from  hia  red  beak  a»  he  paused  to  read 
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his  shorthand  notes.  Randall,  selecting  from  the 
shelves  a  volume  of  the  digest  and  two  volumes  of  re- 
vised statutes,  planted  himself  at  an  old  desk  by  the 
window,  where  he  began  to  read  and  take  notes  with 
that  entire  concentration  of  mind  whicii  is  the  chief 
asset  of  college  training.  Little  Tag  Hibbard  per- 
formed various  chores  under  NickcU's  directions. 
The  last  of  these  was  to  dampen  tiie  tissue  pages  of 
the  co])yiiig  book  and  squerze  some  newlv  typewritten 
letters  in  the  old-fashioned  letter-press.  Tag  Hibbard 
was  an  uncanny  sort  of  boy.  Whenever  Randall 
glanced  up,  he  found  tlie  littlo  iinilatto's  protruding 
eyes  fixed  on  him  in  a  fishy  kind  of  glare  from  behind 
some  piece  of  fur-Mture — the  lctter-[)rcss,  the  rusty 
stove,  or  perhap'         .^rne,-  of  a  bookcase. 

"  Nap,"  askc  itandall  at  a  time  wlien  the  boy  hap- 
pene.l  to  be  out  in  the  hall,  "  what  makes  that  kid  eye 
me  so .''  " 

"Hey.?  Wait  a  second — 'to  the  court  according 
to  its  precept.'  "  The  keys  clicked  stormily  a  minute, 
and  then  Napoleon  Nickell  stopped.  "Oh,  you  mean 
Tag?  Why,  he's  practicing  on  you.  Rule  one:— 
Gauge  your  man.  You  see,  I'm  teaching  him  to  be  a 
shadow." 

"A  what  .^"  cried  Randaii. 

"A  shadow.  Hsh!  I'll  explain  later."  And 
Nickell  hastily  deferred  his  explanation  because  of  the 
entrance  of  a  client. 

There  were  many  persons  dropping  in  during  the 
course  of  the  morning  to  see  Judge  Trench.  Some 
were  farmers,  some  were  business  men  from  Lytle  June- 
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tfon.  Often  their  matters  were  attended  to  by  Nn- 
pcleon  Nickell  alone,  for  he  was  quite  competent  to 
handle  matters  of  ordinary  legal  routine;  but  most 
of  them  insisted  on  seeing  the  judge  himself,  and  sat 
gravely  around  on  chairs  and  the  edges  of  desks,  ex- 
pectorating into  the  sand-box,  waiting  their  turns  in 
the  private  office. 

By  half  past  eleven  o'clock,  however,  all  the  waiting 
clients  had  been  attended  to.  Judge  Trench,  having 
dismissed  the  last  of  them,  was  now  alone  in  his  private 
office  surrounded  by  a  great  stack  of  State  Supreme 
Court  Reports,  preparing  himself  on  a  motion  that 
was  to  come  up  that  afternoon  in  the  Circuit  Court  at 
Lytle.  His  door  stood  slightly  ajar.  Napoleon 
Nickell  had  gone  over  to  Squire  Jenkins  to  attend  to  a 
write  of  supersedeas  in  a  cow  case ;  and  Tag  Hibbard 
had  been  sent  out  to  the  telegraph  office.  No  one  ex- 
cept Randall  remained  in  the  outer  room.  He  was 
deep  in  the  state  digest,  taking  copious  notes  on  sheets 
of  paper. 

Skirts  rustled  on  the  stair;  a  low  murmur  of  femi- 
nine voices  penetrated.  The  door  was  pushed  open, 
and  two  ladies  entered.  Randall  dropped  his  books 
with  ;i  bang,  and  sprang  forward  to  do  the  honours  of 
tjie  place.  The  first  of  the  visitors  was  Miss  Parthenia 
Andrews,  who  tucked  her  wrist-bag  under  her  arm  and 
thrust  out  her  big  bony  cotton-niittcncd  hand  for  a 
plain  hearty  handshake,  and  said  words  of  good  will 
and  kinthiess.  'J'he  other  lady  was  an  extremely  self- 
possessed  young  person  in  white  nmslin  and  a  dainty 
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chip  bonnet,  who  stood  off  at  a  little  distance  and  gave 
Randall  a  cool  nod. 

"Is  the  judge  at  leisure?"     Miss  Parthenia  asked. 

"  Walk  right  in,  Parthy,"  Judge  Trench  called  out 
from  his  desk. 

"  Beth,  my  business  will  only  take  a  few  minutes," 
said  the  poetess,  turning  to  her  niece.  "  You  won't 
mind  waiting,  dear?  I'm  sure  Randall  will  be  glad  to 
talk  over  old  times  with  you." 

"  Mr.  Harris  is  occupied  with  his  studies,  aunt," 
Beth  answered  with  severe  dignity. 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  Randall  in  a  tone  that  implied 
he  was;  for  if  there  was  a  girl  in  town  whom  he  had 
reason  to  dislike,  it  was  this  one. 

"  I'll  amuse  myself  more  profitably  with  this,  aunt," 
Beth  added  very  sweetly,  holding  up  a  little  gilt-edged 
holiday-book  which  she  carried.  "  Don't  hurry  on  my 
account."  She  sat  down  forthwith  in  a  chair  beside 
the  window,  laid  her  white  parasol  across  her  lap,  and 
proceeded  to  turn  over  the  pages,  mightily  oblivious  of 
the  young  man. 

Miss  Parthenia  had  gone  into  the  private  office;  the 
door  had  closed.  Randall  resumed  his  place  at  tlie 
desk  and  plunged  once  more  into  his  reading  and  nota- 
tions. The  big  bare  room  was  quiet  save  for  the 
drowsy  buzz  of  flies,  an  occasional  hurried  scratching 
of  the  law  student's  pen,  and  the  muffled  murmur  of 
voices  bcliind  the  partition.     Ten  minutes  passed. 

Lost  in  thought  over  an  inconsistency  he  had  found  in 
two  statutes  on  municipal  corporations,  Randall,  his 
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mirul  wrestling  with  the  intellectual  concoctions  of  a 
btiite  legislature,  niecluinicuUj  lifted  his  vycs. 

It  .sent  II  shock  of  surprise  tingling  through  hini  to 
encounter  Beth  Andrews's  wide  grey  orbs  fixed  mus- 
ingly on  his  fuco. 

Instantly  the  si-lf-possossed  young  lady's  long  lashes 
had  veiled  those  unwary  toll-hilcs;  and  if  thire  was  a 
faint,  a  very  faint,  uddc.l  tint  of  cmharrassnicnt  on 
her  smooth  check  at  having  been  caught  looking, — 
why,  it  was  ojdy  such  a  colour  as  might  be  reflected 
from  the  faded  old  red  window-blind  against  which  the 
sun  was  shining. 

But  Handall  had  a  memory;  a  certain  barb  of  riiii- 
culo  still  festered  there;  and  his  heart  had  longed  to 
find  some  rift,  however  slight,  in  this  witty  yoinig 
lady's  armour  of  self-sufficiency,  where  his  retributive 
malice  might  pierce. 

"I  beg  pi  rdon.>"  said  l)e  now  in  the  most  natural 
tones  of  iiHioceiit  surprise  he  could  summon  up. 

The  grey  eyes  lifted  again  from  their  book. 

"Were  you  speaking  to  me?"  she  asked.  And  the 
iiuioccnce  of  her  tones  of  surprise  shamed  his. 

"  Yes.  I  caught  your  eye,  Miss  Andrews,  and  of 
course  I  supposed  you  must  have  said  something,  or 
wished  to  say  something, — you  were  looking  at  me  so 
very — er— closely." 

"  Not  at  all,  thank  you.  I  was  just  thinking  of 
what  I  had  read  here."  Sho  tapped  a  pink  finger-nail 
on  the  open  page  of  the  gilt  book. 

*'  Vou  nuist  have  read  something  <|uite  startling, — 
to  judge  by  your  heigl  tened  colour." 
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"  Ah,  that  explains  it,"  said  Randall,  pretending  to 
drop  hurriedly  such  a  dangerous  subject  and  picking 
up  his  Motes.  But  his  whole  manner  was  an  ungener- 
ous insinuation  that  made  Beth  bite  her  lip  angrily. 
There  is  of  course  a  great  deal  of  French  literature, 
and  some  of  it  has  unfortunately  cast  a  shade  of  sus- 
picion over  all. 

Beth  smiled  sweetly,  and  refused  to  let  the  subject 
be  dropped  there. 

"  It  was  only  one  of  La  Roche foucauld*s  aphorisms," 
said  she.  "  He  is  often  so  clever,  you  know.  That 
was  how  you  happened  to  catch  my  eye  upon  you.** 

"Indeed?" 

"Yes.  He  says  here" — and  she  read  aloud  from 
the  book — "  '  When  our  vices  leave  us,  we  flatter  our- 
selves that  wo  arc  leaving  them.'  " 

A  wonderful  amount  of  meaning  can  bo  read  into  a 
sentence  when  one  reads  aloud  with  a  quiet  pity  in  <5  ex- 
pression to  the  voice  and  a  grave  musing  lift  of  eye  at 
the  hearer.  There  was  wormwood  in  it,  no  mistake. 
It  was  Randall's  turn  to  retlden ;  but  ho  was  not 
one  to  allow  the  young  lady  to  enjoy  her  triumph 
long. 

"  Yes,  that's  clever,"  answered  he,  smiling.  "  Old 
La  Rochefoucauld  got  off  a  number  of  smart  things 
about  his  acquaintiinces — like  some  other  people.  By 
tJje  way,  was  it  he  who  said.  .  .  .  How  does  it 
go?  .  .  .  Oh,  yes: — 'Wrinkles  disfigure  a  woman 
K'ss  than  ill  nature.'  " 
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"  No,  I  think  thuL  was  Dupuy,"  Beth  replied,  and 
made  desperate  pretence  at  not  feeling  the  personal 
application.  But  although  she,  like  most  women,  was 
an  excellent  masquerader,  the  sting  had  gone  too  deep ; 
her  eyes  were  lowered,  and  she  appeared  to  resume  her 
reading,  while  the  famous  complexion  was  gradually 
suffused  with  colour. 

Randall  pretended  to  resume  his  reading  too. 
Neither  of  them  felt  altogether  satisfied  w'th  the  i*e- 
sults  of  their  encounter.  Beth's  foot  nervously  tapped 
the  floor;  the  pen  scratched  viciously.  Behind  the 
partition  Miss  Parthenia's  voice  still  murmured  plac- 
idly on ;  and  outside  rose  the  multitudinous  sounds  of 
a  humdrum  street. 

The  law  student  cautiously  lifted  his  eyes  again. 
There  sat  Miss  Beth  Andrews  in  her  cool  white  dress, 
the  daintiest  and  prettiest  of  girls,  her  faii  oval  face 
inclined  over  her  book ;  and  there  was  one  graceful 
little  white-shod  foot  and  slim  ankle  pushed  out  from 
under  her  skirt  and  moving  restlessly  as  the  only  vent 
of  her  pent-up  feelings. 

"Such  a  nice  girl  to  look  at!"  thought  the  young 
man.     "  What  a  pity  she's  so  full  of  vinegar!  " 

The  grey  eyes  suddenly  lifting  intercepted  his  guilty 
brown  ones  in  the  effort  to  get  away. 

"  Beg  pardon  ?  "  inquired  Beth  in  hor  sweetest  man- 
ner. 

It  was  her  turn  now  to  catch  him  staring,  and  she 
meant  to  have  her  revenge.  But  Randall  was  too 
quick. 

"  That  sun  seems  to  be  shining  in  on  you,"  said  he. 
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rising  at  once  from  his  chair.  "  Let  me  draw  the  blind 
down  a  little  more." 

"  Don't  trouble  yourself,  please !  "  She  hurriedly 
edged  her  chair  out  of  the  streak  of  sunlight,  that  she 
might  not  feel  beholden  to  him  for  even  so  slight  a 
service.  "  Really,  I  don't  object  to  the  sun's  shining 
on  me,"  said  she  resentfully. 

In  lier  haste  to  move  the  cluair  she  let  her  parasol 
roll  from  her  lap.  She  made  a  snatch  after  it.  But 
Randall,  who  had  come  from  behind  his  desk  to  adjust 
the  blind,  picked  up  the  parasol  before  she  could.  Her 
face  flamed. 

H'j  handed  the  parasol  to  her  with  a  bow. 

"  If  that  is  true,  then  this  is  a  slander,"  said  he. 

"  I  only  carry  it  from  force  of  habit,"  she  declared. 
"  You  shouldn't  think  everybody  is  a  shady  char- 
acter ! " 

And  at  that  critical  juncture  the  door  of  the  private 
office  opened  and  let  out  the  occupants. 

"  I  don't  know  what  I'm  to  do,  judge,"  Miss  Par- 
thenia  was  saying.  "  I  don't  like  to  wait  till  you  get 
back  from  Lytle.  This  uncertainty  about  my  rights 
worries  me.  Why,  I  can't  even  write  a  jingle!  How 
long  till  you'll  find  time  to  look  over  the  documents?'* 

"  Well,  there's  the  motion  in  the  railway  case  this 
afternoon,"  Judge  Trench  reflected.  "  I'll  sleep  at  the 
Lytle  House  to-night,  and  argue  the  Ridgeway  matter 
in  the  morning.     That  hearing  may  take  two  days." 

"Then  you  can't  examine  my  lease  till  Thursday?" 

"  It  don't  seem  possible,  Parthy.  But  here's  3'oung 
Randall  Harris, — quite  competent  to  pass  on  an  ordi- 
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nary  lease,  I'm  sure."  He  turned  a  mild  smile  upon 
the  law  student.  "  Randall,  can  you  drive  me  over  to 
Lytle  Junction  in  your  rig,  right  after  lunch?  " 

"  Certainly,  judge." 

"  You  can  get  back  any  time  this  afternoon.  To- 
morrow morning  you  might  drop  over  at  the  An- 
drewses'  and  relieve  Miss  Parthenia's  mind  about  a 
lease  on  a  piece  of  property  she  owns  in  Philadelphia. 
You'll  find  the  American  and  English  Encyclopedia 
yonder, — some  Pennsylvania  decisions  up  there, — and 
here's  Washburn  on  Real  Property." 

"  If  Miss  Parthenia  will  place  any  confidence  in  my 
opinion.?  "     Randall  suggested  rather  diffidently. 

"  I  have  every  reliance  on  your  brains,  young  man, 
when  you  apply  them,"  said  the  poetess.  "  Good- 
morning,  judge.  Come,  Beth; — it's  near  dinner.  Re- 
member, Randall,  I'll  look  for  you  to-morrow  about 
ten." 

After  the  ladies  were  gone.  Judge  Trench  leaned  his 
bulky  frame  against  the  doorpost  of  his  private  room, 
while  a  quizzical  smile  spread  over  his  broad  kindly 
face. 

"  I  got  a  notion  just  now,"  said  he,  "  that  you  and 
Miss  Beth  Andrews  ain't  on  the  most  cordial  terms." 

"  Not  very,"  said  Randall.  "  You  know  what  she 
said  of  me  when  I  got  jugged." 

The  judge  chuckled. 

*'  Might  I  ask  how  the  battle  was  going  when  her 
aunt  and  I  appeared  on  the  field  ?  " 

"  It  was  a  drawn  fight,  sir,"  Randall  answered,  red- 
dening and  laugliing. 
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"  She  didn't  get  the  best  of  you?  " 

"I  think  I  came  off  with  the  honours  of  war,  at 
least." 

"That's  good,"  said  Judge  Trench,  nodding  his 
massive  head  contentedly.  "  That's  an  auspicious  be- 
ginning of  your  legal  career.  Anybody  who  can  hold 
his  own  with  her  is  an  honour  to  the  county  bar. 
Never,  sir,  will  any  lawyer  worthy  of  the  name  let  a 
woman  take  judgment  on  him  by  default." 
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IMMEDIATELY  after  lunch.  Randall  carried 
Judge  Treiicli  over  to  Lytle  €.  auction  in  a  red- 
wheeled  runabout.  He  drove  liis  father's  long, 
rangey,  fleabitten  pacer,  named  Judas,  a  treaclicrous 
brute,  with  a  wicked  habit  of  rolling  the  whites  of  its 
eyes  towards  all  who  approached  it;  but  a  splendid 
roadster  that  could  pass  anything  that  ran  between 
shafts  in  the  county.  It  was  a  long  ride,  but  they  put 
Judas  to  his  best  gait ;  and  when  they  drove  up  to  the 
sidewalk  at  the  maple-shaded  grassy  public  square  in 
which  stood  the  grey  stone  courthouse  of  Lytle,  the 
big  clock  in  the  tower  of  the  city  building  down  the 
street  showed  twenty  minutes  past  two. 

"  See  here,  Randall,"  said  the  judge,  as  he  alighted 
ponderously  on  the  curbstone  and  lifted  his  green  bag 
from  the  bed  of  the  wagon,  "  you'd  better  hitch  and 
come  in  awhile,  and  listen.  Fitzgerald,  James,  and 
Wortnian  are  a  pretty  tricky  lot  of  fellows ;  they've 
cooked  up  a  plausible  line  of  argument,  and  will  try 
io  have  me  thrown  out  of  court.  It  ought  to  be  worth 
watching." 

An  attempt  to  throw  a  man  of  Judge  Trench's  cy- 
clopean  proportions  out  of  anywhere  did  indeed  promise 
to  be  worth  watching.  So  Randall  hitched  Judas  to  a 
post  and  went  into  the  courthouse.  The  case  was  a 
civil  one,  not  criminal,  and  therefore  no  crowd  of  mor- 
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bid  spectators  thronged  the  benclies.  The  space  out- 
side the  raiHng  was  vacant  except  for  two  or  three 
shabby  specimens  of  the  chronic  courthouse  lounger. 
Yet  a  touch  of  the  dramatic  was  by  no  means  lacking. 
Till  long  after  four  o'clock  the  law  student  remained, 
watching  the  struggle  with  that  eager,  envious,  dis- 
cerning interest,  full  of  vague  dreams,  which  seizes  the 
fledgling  lawyer  when  he  beliolds  the  arena  of  his 
future  combats  and  the  champions  against  whom  some 
day  he  hopes  to  tilt. 

There  was  the  wide  room  with  its  severely  formal 
setting;  plastered  walls  of  an  undecided  hue — like  the 
mind  of  an  impartial  judge ;  a  long  heavy  green- 
topped  table  on  which  were  piled  stacks  of  calfskin 
books  for  citation,  like  heavy  ammunition ;  above  the 
table  a  high  dark  bench  for  the  court,  and  a  lower  one 
for  his  clerk.  The  bailiff,  a  snug  little  man,  tiptoed 
about  with  a  window-stick  to  ventilate  the  room  and 
perform  other  duties  of  a  silent  factotum.  A  bald- 
browed  man  presided  at  the  bench,  the  sober,  noncom- 
iiilthil  cynosure  of  all  words  and  gestures,  leaning  a 
pensive  cheek  upon  his  palm  or  anon  sipping  water 
from  a  glass  at  his  elbow.  Before  him  the  combatants 
r;inged  themselves.  At  one  end  of  the  table,  con- 
stantly conferring,  whispering  in  one  another's  ears, 
.•uid  scribbling,  were  some  half  dozen  city-lawyors, 
sharp,  shrewd  men,  versatile  brain-duellists,  well  armed 
for  the  fray.  At  the  other  end  of  the  table,  alone, 
(Jabriel  Trench.  It  was  no  unequal  fight.  He  met 
liis  adversaries  on  every  point.  His  rough  massive 
front,  uncouth  form  and  negligent  attire,  eyes  flashing, 
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nnd  honest  leonine  voice  ringing  out  against  the  walls, 
—he  was  a  titan.  Their  repartee  and  shafts  of  wit  he 
brushed  aside  with  a  careless  gesture;  and  though  now 
and  then  he  slipped  in  his  grammar  or  pronunciation, 
for  his  early  schooling  had  boon  limited,  he  made  no 
slips  in  legal  learning  nor  in  his  grasp  of  equitable 
principles. 

When  Randall  at  last  tore  himself  from  the  fascina-' 
tion  of  the  scene  and  came  out  of  the  courthouse  to 
drive  home,  the  sun  was  declining  towards  the  house-} 
tops.  His  ears  still  rang  with  incisive  phrases,  his 
muid  still  echoed  the  merciless  verbal  thrust  and  parry 
of  the  debate,  and  he  hardly  took  note  of  what  went 
on  around  him  as  he  walked  slowly  through  the  leafy 
square  towards  the  sidewalk.  On  the  iron  benches  in 
the  shade  beside  the  paths,  or  around  the  plashing 
fountain,  lounged  a  number  of  idle  men  and  some  few 
women. 

It  gradually  dawned  upon  Randall  that  most  of 
these  idlers  were  looking  in  the  direction  where  he  had 
hitched  his  horse.  He  raised  his  eyes  and  saw  at  once 
that  Judas  was  still  safely  tied.  But  there  was  a 
woman  walking  up  and  down  the  sidewalk,  continually 
passing  near  the  hitching-post,  so  that  the  evil-tem- 
pered animal  kept  flattening  its  ears,  baring  its  teeth, 
rolling  its  ugly  eyes,  and  making  tentative  reaches  as' 
if  to  bite. 

The  woman  wore  a  thick  black  veil.  It  was  she  who 
had  attracted  so  much  curiosity.  Seme  dirty,  bare- 
footed, little  girls,  and  three  or  four  urchins  with  news- 
papers or  blacking  boxes,  had  formed  a  straggling  cir- 
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cle  about  her.  Apparently  she  paid  no  heed  to  their 
stares.  She  was  not  acting  much  out  of  the  ordinary, 
but  there  was  just  enough  pccuhurity  in  her  dress  and 
conduct  to  hohl  the  eye.  Her  manner  betrayed  an 
agitation  which  could  hardly  be  repressed.  With  a 
quick  nervous  tread  that  seemed  to  indicate  a  highly 
strung  condition,  she  walked  restlessly  up  and  down, 
up  and  down,  never  once  stopping.  Several  times  she 
burst  into  violent  coughing-spclls  that  shook  and 
crooked  her  slight  form ;  and  then,  instead  of  raising 
the  veil  from  her  face,  she  carefully  inserted  a  handker- 
chief under  it,  to  wipe  her  lips. 

Randall  decided,  from  observing  the  woman's  actions 
as  he  drew  near  her,  that  she  must  be  somewhat  de- 
mented. Pretending  to  pay  no  attention  to  her,  he 
stepped  through  the  circle  of  curious  children  and  be- 
gan to  untie  Judas'g  hitching-strap. 

Much  to  his  annoyance,  the  veiled  woman  came  be- 
hind him  and  plucked  at  his  sleeve. 

"  I  saw  you  when  you  drove  up,"  she  said  in  a  low- 
hoarse  voice,  shrinking  a  little  as  he  turned  hastily 
about.     "  I've  been  waiting  here  ever  since  to  see  you." 

It  was  not  in  Randall's  easy,  gentle  disposition  ever 
to  be  brusque  or  impolite  to  a  woman.  He  touched  his 
hat  to  the  poor  demented  creature,  and  unlatched  the 
hitching-strap  from  the  bit-ring. 

"  I  am  very  sorry  that  I  haven't  time  to  listen  to 
you,"  said  he,  throwing  the  strap  into  the  wagon; 
"  but  I  have  many  miles  to  go  and  I'm  late." 

"  You  wouldn't  have  spoken  so  to  me  once,  Randall 
Harris,"  she  retorted  bitterly. 
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He  was  greatly  surprised. 

"You     seem     to     know     my     name,     but     your 
veil.     ..." 

"  Let  me  get  in  and  ride  with  you !     For  God's  sake, 
come  home  with  me  and  let  me  talk  to  you  there!" 

"  Where  do  you  live?  "  he  asked. 

"  Out  on  the  old  White  Stump  road  just  a  little  be- 
yond Shantytown."  And  when  she  saw  him  dubiously 
shake  his  head,  she  added  hurriedly,  "Oh,  it's  just  a 
little  way  beyond— such  a  little  way— not  over  a  quar- 
ter of  a  mile!  Such  a  little  trouble  for  you!— and 
oh !  it  means  everything  to  me !  " 

Shantytown  was  a  rather  disreputable  outlying 
suburb  on  the  hill  above  the  railroad  gap,  inhabited 
chiefly  hy  section  hands  and  a  low  class  of  immigrants. 
It  lay  on  the  other  side  of  Yellow  Bud  Creek  from  the 
Beulah  pike. 

"  I'm  afraid  that's  much  too  far  out  of  my  way,'* 
said  Randall,  anxious  to  get  rid  of  her.  "  Miles  out. 
The  White  Stump  road  is  too  roundabout  for  rrettine 
to  Beulah." 

"  But  there's  a  place  you  can  ford  Yellow  Bud  Creek 
just  below  Shantytown,"  she  implored.  "  You  can  get 
across  to  the  Beulah  pike !  " 

"  You  must  be  mistaken,"  said  he,  all  the  while  un- 
comfortably conscious  that  many  bystanders  had  gath- 
ered around  and  were  watching  the  woman's  excited 
motions.     «  I  never  heard  of  such  a  ford." 

"But  teams  have  crossed  there  in  low  water  all 
summer,  and  there's  low  water  now!  It  lets  you  onto 
tht  pike  near  Lcm  Snyder's  house?     .     .     .     Oh,  God, 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


93 


if  you  had  the  least  drop  of  pity  in  your  heart  for  a 
wretched  soul !  ...  If  you're  the  Randy  Harris  I 
knew !     .     .     . " 

Her  tones  were  so  hoarse,  wild,  and  hurried,  that 
Randall  scarcely  caught  what  she  said.  An  elusively 
familiar  something  about  her  tugged  at  the  strings  of 
his  memory,  but  he  lost  himself  in  futile  speculation. 

"Won't  you  lift  your  veil  or  tell  me  your  name?" 
asked  he. 

"It's  life  or  death  to  me!"  she  declared,  clasping 
her  hands  in  entreaty.  "  Yes,  it  is ! "  she  gasped 
again,  as  she  staggered  under  so  violent  a  fit  of  cough- 
ing that  he  put  out  his  hand  to  support  her.  "  You'll 
forsake  me  if  I  tell  you!  You'll  leave  me  to  sink 
deeper  into  the  pit  I  dug  for  myself !  "  And  she  gave 
herself  wholly  to  the  paroxysm  of  coughing  which  she 
had  choked  down  until  then. 

Randall  held  her  arm  while  she  half  leaned  against 
him  heaving  and  writhing.  He  scowled  about  him  at 
the  narrowed  circle  of  onlookers  who  had  constantly 
crowded  nearer  in  hopes  of  catching  what  was  said. 
And  now  to  his  further  dismay,  he  perceived  approach- 
ing up  the  sidewalk  a  rotund  majestic  form  in  widow's 
weeds,  canopied  by  a  black  silk  parasol.  Mrs.  Thome 
had  no  doubt  come  over  from  Beulah  on  the  'bus  to  con- 
sult her  favourite  medium. 

"  What  an  ass  I  am  to  stand  here  making  a  show 
of  myself !  "  muttered  he  with  a  vexed  laugh.  "  You 
won't  tell  me  your  name,  and  I  don't  see  how  I  can 
go  with  you  unless  you  do." 

*'  I'm  Sue  Quinn,"  the  veiled  woman  whispered. 
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Randall  let  go  of  her  arm  and  stepped  back  a  pace 
from  her  with  a  white  look  on  his  face  that  was  abnost 
like  fright. 

"  I  knew  you'd  act  that  way,"  she  said,  throwing  out 
her  hands  in  a  despairing  gesture.  "Now  what  do 
you  mean  to  do?     Cast  me  off?  " 

For  answer  he  silently  and  quickly  motioned  her  to 
get  into  the  runabout ;  and  springing  in  beside  Iicr  and 
snatching  up  the  wliip,  he  sent  Judas  clattering  down 
the  street  at  a  gait  that  would  have  been  worth  money 
on  a  race-track. 

"Just  my  luck  to  have  Widow  Thorne  happen 
along ! "  he  groaned,  as  he  gave  Judas  another  taste 
of  the  whip.  "  Her  tongue's  equal  to  the  Police  Ga- 
zette. And,  by  thunder,  here's  another  of  'em !  "  He 
jerked  up  the  horse  barely  in  time  to  avoid  running 
over  a  fat  little  olive-faced  man  who  was  scampering 
acros3  the  street.  "That's  Hans  Joquet!  I  reckon 
his  tongue  will  wag  too !  " 

But  Hans  Joquet,  a  shopkeeper  of  Beulah,  seemed 
preoccupied  over  his  own  affairs.  He  hurried  on  down 
a  side-street,  more  like  one  seeking  to  evade  notice  than 
to  take  notice  of  others,  and  never  once  looked  back  to 
see  from  whom  he  had  had  so  narrow  an  escape. 
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IT  was  past  seven  o'clock  before  Randall  Harris 
finally  got  away  from  the  woman  who  called  her- 
self Sue  Quinn,  and  put  Judas  and  the  runabout 
across  Yellow  Bud  Creek  at  the  ford  she  had  indicated, 
and  found  himself  once  more  on  the  straight  Bculah 
pike.  In  the  thickening  light  he  touched  the  flcabitten 
horse  up  to  a  rapid  pace.  Mists  lay  thin  along  the 
lower  places  of  the  valley ;  candles  gleamed  at  windows 
of  farmhouses;  and  at  intervals  a  screechowl  wailed 
from  the  gloomy  woods. 

He  had  hardly  struck  the  pike,  near  Lem  Snyder's 
house,  when  he  overtook  two  men  wall''  -^  towards 
Beulah,  one  short  and  fat,  the  other  loi  and  thin. 
The  short  one  carried  a  bundle,  and  as  Randall  came 
up  abreast  he  perceived  it  was  Hans  Joquet.  The  tall 
one  was  a  stranger, — an  old  man  with  a  white  beard. 

"  Hello,  Hans !  "  said  Randall  in  a  neighbourly  spirit, 
checking  the  horse.  "  Don't  you  and  your  friend  want 
a  lift.?" 

Hans,  who  had  vainly  tried  to  avoid  recognition, 
shook  his  head. 

"  We  go  not  far,"  he  answered  curtly  in  his  broken 
English;  and  Randall  drove  on. 

Beyond  Rufe  Harden's  farm,  at  a  point  where  elder- 
berry bushes  and  scrub-willow  walled  the  narrow  road, 
a,  man  stepped  forth  of  a  sudden  from  the  underbrush. 
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.Fiidns,  who  Imd  been  goin^  homeward  at  a  splendid 
steady  stricie,  stopped  short,  snortetl,  and  reared.  Be- 
fore Ranclall  liad  brouKht  the  startled  horse  down 
again,  the  disturber  had  approached  tlos?  to  the  side 
of  the  runabout. 

He  WHS  a  tall  ra;rfamuffin  carrying  a  great  club  on 
his  shoulder, — a  veritable  wild  man  of  the  woods  m  ap- 
pearance; and  it  was  with  a  desperate  and  formidable 
Jiir  that  he  advanced  boldly  through  the  gloom  and 
laid  one  hand  on  the  dashboard. 

At  the  first  good  look,  Randall  decided  this  fellow 
must  be  the  marauder  who  had  so  frightened  Miss  Par- 
thenia  And-rws,  and  probably  also  the  one  who  had 
frightened  little  Julia.  He  regretted  he  had  not 
brought  a  revolver,  but  caught  up  the  whip  from  its 
socket,  and  grasped  it  by  the  middle  to  use  the  butt- 
end  as  a  club. 

"Look  here,  you!"  said  he  in  a  belligerent  tone. 
"  Vou  fade  away !  '* 

But  the  outlaw,  instead  of  demanding  Randall's 
money  or  life,  as  his  fomu'dable  appearance  led  one  to 
expect,  replied  in  a  very  doleful  voice: 

"  Aw,  scads.  Randy !  Are  you  going  back  on  an  old 
chum  like  that?" 

Randall  stared  at  him,  i:ot  believing  that  he  had 
heard  aright. 

"Now  that  just  goes  to  show!"  the  desperate 
mariuder  complained  in  a  piteous  tone.  "When  a 
feller's  down  and  out,  every  cat-livered  crow-hearted 
cuss  has  to  take  a  kick  t  him!  What's  the  use  of 
being  a  gooci  feller  if  you  can't  have  no  friends!'* 
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Dumfoundcd,  Randall  stood  up  in  the  wagon  and 
KHzed  a  while  like  one  that  \iew8  an  apparition  from 
the  tomb. 

"Zack  Gilmore,  as  Vm  a  sinner,'*  he  muttered  at 
last.     •'  A  had  egg  always  floats  up." 

"  Aw,  of  course  it's  Zack  Gilmore,"  whimpered  the  ter- 
rible figure,  dropping  his  club.  "  Everybody's  friend 
but  his  own — nev"r  harmed  a  living  soul — always  kept 
sober  whenever  he  could  without  being  impolite — and 
this's  what  he  gets  for  it!  Everybody  sics  the  dog  on 
him — chases  him  around  over  fences  like  a  dad-blasted 
deer — whacks  him  over  the  head  with  a  broomstick 
when  he  asks  a  bite  to  eat— peppers  him  with  birdshot 
when  he  sleeps  in  their  strawstack — nothing  but  black- 
berries ar  '  "oen  com  to  live  on!  You'd  think  I  was 
bom  on  Aj  d  first!  You'd  think  trouble  was  trying 
how  much  she  could  make  a  fool  of  :no !  And  now  ths 
one  friend  I'd  counted  on  and  been  hanging  around  for 
days  to  get  tT  speak  to,  tells  me  to  fade — to  fade!  If 
this  ain't  misery,  what  is ! " 

"I  didn't  know  it  was  you,  Zack,"  said  Randall 
doubtfully.  "  I'm  sorry  for  you.  Yes,  I  am !  But  I 
think  you  deserve  all  the  trouble  you've  got." 

"Me?"  wailed  Zachary  in  an  incredulous  voice. 
"  Me  deserve  this  ?  " 

"  Yes,  you !  It  was  a  damn'd  contemptible  trick  to 
forge  your  aunt's  signature." 

"  S'  help  me.  Randy  I "  the  fugitive  declared  with  a 
manner  eamest  even  to  tears,  holding  his  right  palm 
high  over  his  dishevelled  head.  "  S'  help  me,  I'll  take 
my  dyin'  oath  I  never  meant  to  do  it!     I  only  meant 
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to  discount  wy  allowance  that  my  aunt  would  give  me 
as  soon  as  I  got  home ; — and  there  wasn't  any  sense  in 
its  coming  out  the  way  it  did !  '* 

"It's   hard    to   see   a   distinction,   Zack,"  Randall 
sternly  replied,  flicking  the  whip  at  a  leaf. 

"VVliy,  it's  plainer  than  the  nose  on  your  face! 
That  aunt  of  mine  let  me  draw  on  her  that  way  before, 
when  I  was  on  my  uppers,  and  she  only  laughed  and 
paid  the  cheque  when  it  came  in.  How  was  I  to  know 
she'd  get  up  and  paw  around  like  this!  It's  just  one 
of  her  cranky  streaks.  Randy.  If  I  could  catch  her  by 
herself  someA\here  at  the  right  time,  after  she'd  had  a 
good  dinner,  and  could  drop  on  my  ding-bended  mar- 
row-bones in  front  of  her,  and  grovel  around  a  while, 
— I  know  she'd  take  me  to  her  heart  again  and  pay 
that  cheque  and  square  everything!" 

*  But  Snow  offers  a  reward  for  your  arrest,  and  if 
anybody  recognises  you  lurking  around  here,  it  will  be 
your  finish." 

"  Aw  scads,"  said  Zachary ;  «  what's  the  sense  of  look- 
ing on  the  dark  side  of  things.?  Hain't  I  got  enough 
to  worry  me.''  " 

"This  horrible  costume  is  a  disguise,  I  suppose.'" 
"Aw,  don't  rub  it  in,  Randy,"  said  he  sheepishly. 

"  Come  now ; — be  a  true  friend !  " 

^^  *^But   where  did  you   get   it.?"     Randall   insisted. 

"  You're  the  most  desperate  looking  ruffian  I  ever  saw ! 

You  frightened  Miss  Parthy  Andrews  stiff,  you  nerrly 

threw  my  little  sister  into  convulsions,  and  you  blufFcd 

me  all  right  too !  " 

"  Well,  these  rags  are  sort  of  useful,  I  reckon.     But 
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I  didn't  put  'em  on  because  I  fancied  their  style.  When 
I  shd  down  the  fire-escape  at  the  Gilsey  House  in  nij 
shirt  and  pants,  with  a  razor  in  my  liand  and  half  a 
shave  on  my  face,  I  hotfooted  downtown  toward  the 
Battery.  There  was  just  a  dime  in  my  pockets,  and 
t!:e  Statcn  Island  ferry-boat  was  just  pulling  out.  I 
didn't  care  where  I  got,  so  I  got  out  of  town  quick. 
I  must  have  wandered  a  thousand  miles  over  Staten 
I.sland  till  I  got  around  to  Jersey  City  and  hopped  a 
freight  in  the  Pennsylvania  yards.  Along  about 
Grccnsburgh  I  got  kicked  off  into  the  cinders  by  a 
brakcman  when  he  found  I  hadn't  any  money  for  him; 
and  then  while  I  was  counting  ties  I  dropped  into  a 
camp  of  hoboes  under  a  railroad  bridge.  They  made 
me  shave  the  whole  scabby  bunch  of  'em  with  my  razor, 
and  then  one  of  »em  made  me  trade  clothes  with  him. 
He  threw  in  this  coat  to  boot, — said  he'd  make  up  in 
quantity  for  a  little  lack  in  quality." 

"  You've  had  a  tough  time  of  it,  old  man,"  said  Ran- 
dall, feeling  his  heart  soften  in  spite  of  himself  towards 
the  poor  graceless  wretch.  "But  what  brought  you 
down  here  again,  into  the  lion's  jaws?  " 

"  Why,  the  next  freight  I  hopped  carried  me  as  far 
as  Wheeling,  and  then  I  reckoned  this  would  be  the 
last  spot  they'd  look  for  me,  and  if  I  watched  my 
ohanro  to  grovel  in  front  of  aunty  a  couple  of 
iiiiiuitcs,  she'd  take  up  that  dummed  cheque  and  square 


me. 


"  Well,  Zack,  what's  to  be  done  with  you?  "  Randall 
asked. 
"  I  throw  myself  on  your  blasted  mercy,"  said  the 


il 


!  * 


100 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


fugitive,  and  eyed  Randall  with  unfeigned  anxiety. 
"Just  let  me  hide  where  I  Jon't  have  to  lay  my  head 
on  cordwood,  and  let  me  taste  a  real  snack  of  vittels 
once  more,  and  it  will  seem  blame  near  Paradise !  »* 

"One  thing's  pure,"  said  Randall,  after  some  per- 
plexed thought  and  absent-minded  whipping  of  con- 
venient leaves,  "I  can't  desert  you  like  this,  and  I 
can't  let  you  wander  around  terrorising  old  women 
and  little  girls." 

"  I  knew  I  could  count  on  you.  Randy ! "  cried  Zach- 
ary,  wiping  something  from  his  cheeks  several  times 
with  the  bi'.k  of  a  very  grimy  hand.  "The  Lord 
gives  a  feHer  his  relatives,  but  he  lets  him  pick  his 
friends  himself,  and  that's  some  comfort  anyhow.  I 
knew  you  wouldn't  turn  your  back  on  poor  old  Zack 
Gilmore  that  never  so  much  as  hurt  a  hoptoad !  "  Here 
he  fairly  broke  down  and  blubbered;  and  sprinkling 
tears  about  him  like  rain  he  climbed  into  the  runabout 
and  hugged  its  occupant. 

"  But  where  am  I  to  hide  you.?  "  queried  Randall. 
"  It  will  have  to  be  where  you  can  take  a  bath  pretty 
soon." 

"  Can't  you  sneak  me  into  your  room  ?  " 

"  Impossible!  Everybody  at  home  makes  free  of  m" 
room.  It's  Dr.  Moregraves's  favourite  reading  nook  of 
a  mornin-;;." 

"How  about  the  cellar?  Do  they  keep  the  grub 
down  there?  " 

"You'd  get  shot  like  a  rat  as  soon  as  you  moved. 
The  governor  has  ears  and  eyes  like  an  Indian.  Lis- 
ten !     Come,  Judas ! '-     Hearing  a  clatter  of  a  wagon 


'«I¥SI 


:^i^^^rjdSKhmr^ 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


101 


i 


on  the  road  behind  him  Randall  suddenly  laid  the  whip 
on  the  horse's  flank  and  made  it  bound  forward. 

"  Well,  I  trust  it  all  to  you,"  said  Zachary,  with 
childlike  confidence  in  the  other's  ingenuity,  settling 
back  in  the  seat. 

"The  old  barracks!  That's  the  very  spot!"  ex- 
claimed Randall. 

He  had  thought  of  the  long  low  frame  building,  half 
ruinous,  which  stood  not  far  from  the  Harris  gate,  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  road,  and  had  been  so  long 
neglected  that  a  growth  of  saplings  had  shut  it  in.     It 
derived  its  name  from  the  faci  that  Randall's  grand- 
father had  housed  a  number  of  his  disabled  veterans 
there  in  the  'fifties,  before  the  federal  government  es- 
tablished military  homes.     A   dismal   legend  attached 
to  it,  owing  to  the  violent  death  in  delirium  tremens  of 
the  last  survivor  of  the  veterans,  a  one-legged  drum- 
mer. More  than  one  belated  negro,  going  honTe  through 
the  fields  on  a  dark  stormy  night,  declared  that  he  had 
heard  on  the  wind  a  faint  beating  of  a  drum,  mingled 
with  the  tap-tap  of  a  wooden  leg  stumping  about  the 
floor. 

"  Aw,  but  the  blue-burned  old  barracks,"  stammered 
Zachary,  straightening  up  again  as  soon  as  he  heard 
the  name,  "the  old  barracks  is  haunted!" 

"So  much  the  better,"  Randall  cheerfully  replied. 
"(Jet  up,  Judas!  Why,  it's  an  ideal  hiding-place! 
Nobody  will  wan''er  around  there— except  old  Johnny 
Wigglesworth's  ghost,— and  it  can't  arrest  you." 

This  view  iVui  not  appear  so  comforting,  however,  to 
the  one  destined  to  occupy  the  liiding-place.     He  re- 


102 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


fS"^^^ 


luained  uneasily  silent  a  few  minutes,  while  the  swift 
hoofs  beat  a  ringing  tattoo  on  the  hard  pike  and  Judas 
plunged  eagerly  forward  through  the  dim  night. 

*'  Look  here,"  said  he,  abruptly  resuming  the  sub- 
ject. "  I  ain't  superstitious  at  all,  you  know.  I  don't 
take  any  stock  in  all  these  blame  old  nigger  yarns 
about  spooks  and  ha'nts.  But  just  the  same  I  like  to 
be  on  the  safe  side  ...  If  there's  some  other 
spot  just  as  handy.     .     .     . " 

"There  isn't,"  Randall  cut  him  short.  "It's  the 
safest  place  in  the  county!  Come  up,  Judas!  Be- 
sides, I  can  fetch  grub,  and  often  slip  in  to  bring  you 
what  you  need  without  much  risk  of  being  seen." 

For  the  next  quarter  of  an  hour  they  dr^  ^  on  in 
comparative  silence.  Then  the  Harris  homestead 
heaved  darkly  above  the  pines  and  its  lighted  windows 
twinkled  afar  off  like  golden  stars. 

"  It  must  be  near  nine  o'clock,"  said  Randall  in  a 
low  voice.  "  Mother  will  be  anxious  !  "  And  he  urged 
the  horse, — though  Judas,  with  pricked  ear  and 
shaken  mane  and  an  occasional  whinny,  was  clattering 
at  a  grand  speed  already. 

Soon  on  their  left  a  dark  confused  huddle  of  sapling 
and  bru.«h,  over  which  peered  a  couple  of  silhouetted 
chimnej's  and  a  gable  of  roof  against  the  dim  grey 
sky,  indicated  the  old  barracks.  Randall  stopped  the 
horse. 

"  Better  get  out  here,  Zack,"  said  he,  and  indicated 
how  tlie  fugitive  should  go  around  by  the  field  till  he 
had  got  behind  tlie  building,  and  there  crawl  through 
the  undergrowth.      "  You'll  find  a  good  well  of  water 


^^1^?^ 


.^^T^^sm^  ^Jf^^. 


.^'^*1 


THE   BLACK   SHEEP 


103 


back  there.  I  advise  you  to  dip  up  a  bucketful — don't 
use  the  crank,  though,  for  it  squeaks — and  see  if  you 
can't  wash  off  some  of  that  dirt.  I'll  fetch  you  a  cake 
of  soap  and  something  to  eat  just  as  soon  as  I  safely 


can 


He  was  driving  on  again,  when  Zachary,  in  a  rather 
incautiously  loud  voice,  called  to  him  and  came  running 
to  the  side  of  tiie  wagon. 

"  Aw,  I  just  wanted  to  ask  you.  Randy,"  said  he, 
with  a  curious  warble  in  his  throat,  "  was  there  ever 
any  talk  of  that  spook  walking  around  outside  the 
building  too?  " 

"  No,  I  never  heard  so,"  Randall  answered,  laughing. 
"  Old  Johnny  confines  his  exercise  to  the  building." 

"  Well,  you  won't  be  long,  will  you  ?  " 

"  Not  longer  than  I  can  help."  Here  Randall 
thought  he  had  heard  a  noise  up  the  road  under  the 
dense  shadows  of  the  pines  about  the  gate. 

"  Hush !  "  murmured  he.  "  Climb  over  into  the 
field.     Hide  yourself.     Quick ! "     And  he  hastily  drove 
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IX 

RANDALL'S  fear  that  someone  was  under  the 
^  pines  proved  well  founder!  It  was  General  Har- 
ris's frequent  custom  to  take  a  stroll  in  the  early 
evening  when  the  weather  was  pleasant.  Finding  his 
wife  somewhat  worried  by  Randall's  pulonged  absence, 
he  had  come  down  to  the  gate;  and  he  was  standing  in 
his  usual  quiet  contemplative  attitude,  with  his  stick 
clasped  beliind  him,  when  his  son  drove  up. 

"  That  you,  father?  "  said  Randall,  discerning  the 
shadowy  form,  and  hurriedly  added  that  he  had  lin- 
gered in  Lytle  Junction  to  hear  Judge  Trench's  argu- 
ment, and  other  delays  had  followed.  "  Am  I  too  late 
to  get  something  to  eat.?"  he  asked. 

"Oh,  you  know  mother  always  keeps  the  cofFee-pot 
warn  till  you  come,  my  boy,"  said  the  general.  He 
unlatched  tlie  iron  gate  and  swung  it  opci..  "Just 
turn  Judas  out  in  the  five-acre  lot  if  Henry  isn't  up 
at  the  stable,  and  go  in  and  get  your  supper.  You 
must  be  hungry." 

"I  could  eat  a  raw  snake!"  declared  Randall. 
"  Will  you  get  in  ?  " 

"  Not  worth  while,"  said  the  general,  shutting  the 
gate  behind  the  wagon  und  starting  to  walk  up  the 
driveway  beside  the  wheel.  « By  the  way,  I  had  a 
notion  I  heard  you  talking  to  somebody,  down  the  road 
there,  below  the  barracks,  when  you  stopped  a  moment." 

Randall  was  stricken  with  disrrsay. 
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"  Yes,  sir,"  he  faltered. 

**  Was  it  one  of  the  hands  ?  "  asked  the  general, 
blind  to  the  embarrassment  which  his  simple  and  nat- 
ural curiosity  was  causing. 

"  It  was  a  man  I  picked  up  on  the  road.  He  got 
out  there." 

"  Got  out  yonder.'' "  The  general  shook  his  head, 
puzzled.  "  That's  a  queev  place  to  get  out  at.  Where 
could  he  be  going?     Didn't  he  tell  you  his  name?  " 

"I  don't  ...  I  don't  remember  that  I  asked 
him,"  said  Randall,  and  was  very  thankful  the  darkness 
hid  the  hot  flush  which  overspread  his  face. 

"  And  you  haven't  any  idea  who  he  was,  son  ?  " 

General  Harris's  manner  was  unusually  affectionate 
to-night ;  he  seemed  inclined  to  talk,  just  to  show  his 
kindly  feeling.  It  was  one  of  the  perverse  tricks  of 
fate  that  in  seeking  a  reconciliation  that  would  en- 
courage Randall  to  take  him  into  his  confidence  about 
his  troubles,  he  should  have  hit  upon  such  an  unlucky 
moment  and  =uch  an  unlucky  topic.  As  a  matter  of 
fact  he  cared  not  a  whit  who  had  been  riding  with 
Randall;  he  only  used  that  as  a  vehicle  of  conversa- 
tion, to  linger  a  little  longer  in  his  son's  company. 

But  for  Randall  this  last  quest'" on  was  a  poser.  He 
could  not  betray  the  fugitive  who  had  trusted  himself 
to  him,  and  the  sturdy  strain  of  Harris  blood  in  him 
revolted  at  the  ignominy  of  a  lie.  He  kept  silent.  His 
father,  still  keeping  almost  abreast  of  the  wagon  as  it 
ascended  the  incline,  was  struck  by  the  failure  of 
response,  and  supposed  his  question  had  bee  .  unheard. 

"  You  haven't  any  idea  who  he  was,  Randall  ?  " 
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"  1  can't  answer  that  now,  father,"  said  Uandall  in 
a  low  tone  between  liis  set  teeth,  bowing  his  head. 

General  Harris's  kindliness  of  manner  passed  from 
him.  He  halted  as  if  stung,  and  gave  a  short  quick 
motion  of  his  stick  in  sign  of  dismissal. 

"  Drive  on  then,  sir,"  said  he  in  a  dry  stern  voice. 

"I  can't  tell  you  just  yet,"  stammered  the  un- 
fortunate young  man.  "You  yourseif  would  con- 
demn me  for  betraying  ...  I  mean  ...  I 
mean     .     .     ." 

"  You  need  not  trouble  yourself  about  the  meaning, 


sir. 

"It's   not   my   secret,   but   another's.     I'll     .     .     . 
I'll  be  free  to  explain  later." 

*'  I  do  not  care  to  know  it.  Drive  on." 
Had  the  stick  been  laid  across  Randall's  shoulders, 
it  could  not  have  hurt  him  Ukc  this  curt  contemptuous 
dismissal.  A  bitter  sense  of  outrage  gnawed  in  his 
breast.  It  was  hard  to  bear.  And  what  made  it  harder 
was  the  fluttering  solicitude  of  his  mother,  who  in- 
stantly noticed  his  impaired  appetite  when  he  sat  down 
in  the  kitchen  to  a  tardy  supper.  She  sent  away  the 
mulatto  girl,  Martha,  and  herself  hovered  around  her 
boy  with  dishes  and  tender  anxious  looks.  Instinct 
told  her  that  he  had  had  another  quarrel  with  his 
father. 

"  Whatever  happens,  Randy,"  she  whispered,  «  p,  om- 
ise  you'll  not  leave  me."  And  she  put  her  cheek  down 
against  his  from  behind  his  chair,  and  cried  a  little. 

"  I'll  stick  it  ou*  as  long  as  I  can,  mother,"  he  an- 
swered gloomily. 


•3^>a^..;;j^ii^ 


,}u^^^i>i'.m^>^. 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


107 


As  a  crowning  discomfort,  old  Dr.  Moregraves  and 
little  Julia,  both  of  them  oblivious  to  any  signs  of 
Randall's  being  out  of  humour,  which  indeed  his  almost 
invariable  easy  goodnature  loft  them  unprepared  for, 
saw  fit  to  come  into  the  kitchen  while  he  was  eating, 
and  avail  themselves  of  his  society.  Julia  was  itching 
for  a  romp  before  bedtime,  and  the  aged  physician  was 
particularly  bright  in  his  sarcastic  pleasantries;  but 
neither  of  them  succeeded  in  smoking  the  victim  out  of 
his  hole. 

Under  the  circumstances  it  was  a  difficult  task  to 
provision  Zachary  Gilmore.  Randall  waited  until  the 
rest  of  the  family  had  gone  to  bed,  and  then  slipped  out 
at  the  side  door  and  down  the  lawn  with  such  clothing 
and  provisions  as  he  felt  free  to  ky  hands  on.  It  was 
past  eleven  o'clock. 

The  fugitive  from  justice  was  discovered  almost 
naked,  shivering  in  the  moonlight  on  the  back  steps  of 
the  ruinous  old  building. 

"  Jerusalem  Jones !  Aw,  it's  about  time  you  was 
coming !  "  he  grumbled  between  chattering  teeth.  "  I 
couldn't  put  on  those  lousy  togs  again  after  I  washed 
Scads,  but  it's  cold  and  creepy  around  here ! 
— the  ding-blastedest  spookiest  noises  behind  this  door ! 
Listen ! "  he  whispered.  "  Honest  to  God,  I've  been 
sweatin'  ice-water.      .      .      .     D'you  hear  that.?" 

Randall  laughed. 

"  Nothing  but  a  drau^sfht,  Zack,  rustling  some  old 
wallpaper  that  peeled  off.  Here; — jump  into  these 
clothes.  I  used  to  play  around  in  the  building  when 
I  was  a  boy.     I  know  all  about  it.'* 
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"  I  admire  your  sporting  blood,"  chattered  the  fugi- 
tive as  he  hastened  to  cover  himself.  "  But  burn  mc 
if  I'd  want  to  play  among  such  queer  creepy  noises! 
What  you  got  to  eat?  " 

"  What  I  could  find.  Here  arc  some  slices  of  bread 
and  cold  boiled  beef  and  some  boiled  potatoes.  W^ait 
till  we  get  inside," 

"  Hold  on ;  I'd  just  as  soon  stay  outside,  Randy. 
I'm  used  to  slcepinff  outdoors  now.  Let  mc  hitch  my 
teeth  to  that  meat  once." 

"  Don't  be  more  of  an  ass  than  you  have  to,  Zack ! 
As  you've  got  to  get  accustomed  to  this  building 
sooner  or  later,  you'd  better  begin  now," 

And  drawing  a  stump  of  tallow  candle  and  a  rusty 
key  from  his  pocket,  Randall  opened  the  door.  Insido, 
he  struck  a  match,  lighted  the  candle,  and  by  its  flick- 
ering illumination  led  the  way  up  the  creaking  dusty 
stairs. 

"  The   governor  sometimes   comes   and   looks   in    at 
the  lower  windows  to  sec  if  It's  all  right,"  he  explained. 
"  But  he  never  bothers  to  come  in.     You  must  be  care- 
ful  not   to   leave   any  telltale  signs   on   the   ground 
floor." 

Followed  close  by  the  fugitive,  who  clung  at  his 
heels  and  stared  uneasily  at  the  shadows  which  kept 
shifting  about  the  dismal  deserted  place  as  the  candle 
moved,  Randall  entered  a  long  low  room  on  the  upper 
floor.  The  room  had  been  stripped  of  almost  all  fur- 
niture and  left  a  prey  to  spiders,  whose  grey  cobwebs 
thickly  festooned  every  comer  and  angle.  A  bat,  dis- 
turbed by  the  light,  flitted  back  and  forth  in  darting 
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swoops  from  wall  to  wall,  and  vanished  at  last  through 
a  broken  window-pane. 

"  It's  a  good  thing  the  shutters  are  closed  on  those 
front  windows,"  Randall  remarked  in  a  i.iatter-of-fact 
voice  which  sounded  strangely  loud  to  his  nervous  com- 
panion. He  dripped  some  of  the  melted  tallow  on  the 
floor  and  stuck  the  candle  upright  in  it.  "  But  you 
must  always  take  care  not  to  let  the  candle  be  seen 
from  the  road.  Here  you'll  have  to  make  your  den,'* 
said  he. 

Zachary,  who  had  rushed  first  on  the  food  like  a 
ravening  wolf,  began  now  to  give  more  attention  to 
the  grcwsome  surroundings.  His  mouth  bulging  mean- 
while with  bread,  meat,  and  potato,  he  tunicd  his 
head  and  gazed  about  him.  In  the  farthest  corner, 
dimly  and  uncertainly  revealed  by  the  candlelight, 
stood  a  low  iron  cot,  denuded  of  most  of  its  furnishings, 
although  what  looked  like  an  old  grey  folded  blanket 
lay  upon  it.  On  the  dingy  wall  above  the  bare  man- 
tel-shelf hung  by  a  strap  a  faded  red  drum  with  two 
brown  drumsticks  thrust  under  one  of  the  slack  cords. 
I'pon  this  drum  Zachary's  eyes  fixed  themselves,  and 
gradually  grew  wider.     His  jaw  suspended  mastication. 

"What's  that  dumcd  drum  for?  "  ho  muttered. 

"  Why,  that's  Johnny  Wigglcsworth's  old  drum  that 
he  carried  at  Chapultepec." 

"  Huh,  and  the  bed  yonder?  " 

"The  bed?     Why,  that's  the  bed  old  Johnny  died 
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"Say!     Did  he  die  in  this  room?" 

"  Yes,  right  over  there  in  the  corner,"  Randall  cheer- 
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fully  answered.     "  I've  often  heard  the  story.     It  was 
a  stonny  night  in  October  when  he  died.       Old  black 
Job,  my  grandfather's  body-servant,  and  my  father, 
sat  up  with  him.     They  had  telegraphed  for  Dr.  More- 
graves,  who  was  out  of  town.     Father  tried  to  read 
Johnny  a  chapter  from  the  Bible;  but  Johnny  hud 
always  beer  a  tough  old  atheist,  a  great  arguer,  and 
refused  to  listen.     Most  of  the  time,  too,  he  was  out 
of  his  head,  muttering  about  the  f     .inolc  battles  he'd 
been  in  under  grandfather,  and    about    Chapultcpec, 
where  he  got  his  leg  shot  ofF.     They  had  to  hold  him 
in  bed  sometimes,  when  he  raved.     Towards  the  last, 
though,  he  sank  into  a  stupor,  and  they  sat  watching 
him  and  listening  to  the  thunder  and  the  rattle  of  t!.: 
wind,  till  there  was  a  shout  in  the  road  below  from  Dr. 
Moregraves,  who  had  just  come.     Father  went  down 
with  the  lamp  to  let  him  in.     And  old  .Tob  got  afraid, 
being  alone  in  the  dark—except  thr,  tire  on  the  hearth 
—with  the  dying  man  mumbling  and  fidgeting.     So  he 
oame  sneaking  downstairs   aft,*-    .'•  Mior.     TJuit's   how 
it  happened  that  when  all  three  came  upstairs  again 
after  a  minute  or  so,  they  found  Johnny  Wirrglcsworth 
had  crawled  out  of  bed  a:id  put  on  his  druni  and  was 
stumping  about  the  floor  here  on  his  wooden  lo-r,  drum- 
ming a  march  and  whistling  through  his  tcetlj.     Job 
said  it  was   one  of  the  favourite  march-tunes   of  the 
Mexican  War,— « Green  Grow  the  Rashes  O.'     It  must 
have  sounded  odd  enough,  with  the  wind  wailing  over 
the  roof  and  the  storm  dashing  against  the  window- 
panes.     Just  fancy  it."     And  Randall,  crossing  over 
to  the  mantel,  drummed  his  fingers  on  the  s^ack  pigskin. 
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whistled  a  tune  under  his  hrcath,  nnd  tapped  his  heel 
on  the  bare  boards  like  a  one-logged  veteran  march- 
in  ({. 

The  effect  of  this  weird  performance  on  Zachary  Gil- 
iiiorc  was  to  cause  him  to  drop  a  potato,  and  bolt  for 
the  staircase. 

"  Suffcrin'  Satan !  *'  cried  he.  "  Don't  you  kno\/  I've 
got  to  sleep  here!  Do  you  think  it's  fun  to  be  room- 
mate to  a  spook?  S'  help  me,  if  I  don't  go  and  sleep 
in  the  middle  of  the  biggest  pasture  I  can  find ! " 

"  Cheer  up,  Zack,"  Randall  laughed.  "  There  isn't 
any  ghost." 

"  Aw,  I'm  not  so  sure  of  that.'*  And  the  fugitive 
came  back  rather  reluctantly  into  the  room. 

"  But  I  am,  for  I  was  the  ghost  myself.  I  started  all 
those  stories." 

"You?     Get  out!" 

**  It  was  a  trick  I  played  on  poor  old  Job  when  I  was 
a  boy.  You  sco,  Job  loved  his  gin,  but  he  was  terribly 
afraid  father  would  catch  him  at  it.  One  afternoon 
I  was  up  here  alone,  playi"^  Natty  Buinpo  as  a  boy 
will,  and  on  the  lookout  for  Indians.  It  was  near  five 
o'clock  and  late  in  the  fall,  and  had  begun  to  get  dark. 
I  looked  out  of  yonder  window  and  saw  old  Job  come 
sneaking  into  the  yard  through  the  hedge.  And  right 
behind  him  came  Ross  Reddish — one  of  the  low  shiftless 
white  trash  that  used  to  live  in  the  bottoms.  Their 
dodging  behind  the  bushes  whetted  my  curiosity.  Boy- 
like,  keeping  up  my  game  of  Dcerslayer,  I  spied  on 
them  from  various  windows.  When  they  got  behind 
the  building  I  heard  Job  say,  *  Look  heah,  white  man, 
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yo*  done  plead   so   hard,   PU   give  yo'  one  sup;   but 
yo*  got  to  shet  yo'  eyes  tight.'     He  made  R033  Red- 
dish face  the  building  and  shut  his  eyes,  and  then  he 
slipped  over  to  the  well  and  lifted  out  a  jug  he  had 
hid  somewhere  inside  the  curbing.     They  sat  down  side 
by  side  on  the  back  steps,  and  I  heard  them  chuckle 
and  mutter  as  the  jug  passed.     Well,  you  know  how 
a  boy  loves  a  practical  joke.     I  had  often  heard  how 
frightened  old  Job  had  been,  the  night  Johnny  Wig- 
glcsworth  died.     It  used  to  be  his  own  favourite  story 
in  the  kitchen  on  a  rainy  night,  when  he  and  the  cook 
sat  by  the  stove  and  tried  to  scare  each  other.    So  now  I 
climbed  up  and  got  the  drum  from  its  nail,  and  slipped 
downstairs.     I  heard  Job  telling  that  miserable  white 
trash  some  tale,  and  they  were  laughing  softly,  with 
their  backs  against  the  door.     I  began  to  drum  witli 
my  fingers,  just  as  I  did  for  you,  whisthng  that  tunc 
between  my  teeth  very  faintly.     At  the  first  tap  Ross 
Reddish  straightened   up   and   said,    'What's     that!' 
Job  was  a  little  deaf  and  couldn't  hear  it.     They  laid 
their  ears  against  the  door.     I  drummed  and  whistled 
n   little  louder,  like  one  gradually  approaching,  and 
tapped  my  heel  on  the  floor  like  a  wooden  leg.       And 
then  jJoor  old  Job  let  out  a  yell  and  jumped  off  the 
step   with  Ross   Reddish   right   after  him.        As   they 
sprinted  past   the    well-curb,    Job    smashed    the    jug 
against  the  curb-stones.     I  got  to  a  window  just   in 
time  to  sec  them  plunge  through  the    hedge    like    a 
couple  of  scared  cattle.     And  that's  how  all  this  irhost 
story  started." 

"Well,  I'm    some    comforted,"    Zachary    remarked, 
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making;  a  funnel  of  the  newspaper  which  had  been 
wrapped  around  the  provisions,  and  pouring  the  last 
icw  crumbs  into  his  mouth.  "  If  I  just  had  a  couple 
of  fingers  of  courage-juice  to  top  off",  I'd  get  through 
the  nig-  '  'i  o-jr  trjual  thoughtfulness  hain't  deserted 
you  the:  .\  I  hope.  Randy?" 

"  Yon  '  ^.t  no  whiakey  froiii  nie,"  Randall  answered. 
"  You're  too  weak  a  vessel  to  contain  strong  liquor. 
You  know  what  it  did  for  you  before, — yes,  and  for  me 
too!" 

*'  Right,  old  Solomon,"  said  the  fugitive  with  an 
easy  grace.  "  We'll  leave  it  off  the  menu  for  a  while. 
But  say!  If  you  could  fetch  nic  a  pickled  pigsfoot 
now,  next  time  .  .  .  Don't  laugh!  Be  a  friend! 
Do  you  know,  ever  since  I've  had  to  scratch  my  living 
off  tlio  bushes,  I've  dreamed  pickkd  ])igsfoot!  It's 
a  fact !  My  aunt's  cook,  old  Salome,  makes  the  finest 
pickled  pigsfeet !  Every  time  I  shut  my  eyes  I  can 
sec  one  of  her  pigsfeet  doing  a  two-step  on  a  bluc- 
rinnned  china  plate  with  a  fat  handsome  slice  of  brown 
bread  and  butter.  Say,  I  know  it  ain't  right  to 
ask    it    of   you.   Randy,   but   couldn't   you    fetch   me 
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"  You'll  have  to  banquet  yourself  in  dreams,  like 
Gauticr's  parish  priest,"  said  Randall,  and  laughed. 
"  You'll  get  mighty  plain  living  when  awake.  I  can't 
rob  our  cellar;  I'll  have  to  buy  canned  stuff  for  _you  at 
the  grocery,  and  I'm  short  of  cash." 

"  Aw,  scads,"  sighed  the  fugitive.  "  Well,  you're 
treating  me  prime  anyhow.  And  these  togs,"  he  got  up 
tn  admire  himself  by  the  light  nf  tho    candle,    "wh}'. 
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they're  just  like  what  you've  got  on  yourself!  Here's 
the  famous  white  hat  too,  that  everybody  calls  the 
Randy  Harris  style."  He  creased  the  soft  crown  with 
the  edge  of  his  palm,  imparted  a  jaunty  upward  tilt 
to  one  side  of  the  broad  brim,  perched  the  hat  pictur- 
esquely on  the  back  of  his  head,  and  took  a  turn  across 
the  floor  in  Randall's  characteristic  easy  saunter  which 
was  familiar  to  all. 

Randall  clapped  his  bands  and  broke  out  in  laughter. 

"Well  done,  Zack!"  cried  he.  "I  never  thought 
you  couid  be  such  a  good  mimic.  You  see,  I  had  to 
fetch  such  stuff  from  my  wardrobe  as  mother  wasn't 
likely  to  miss ;  and  it  happened  I  had  had  two  of  these 
blue  serge  suits  made  at  Cambridge,  and  I  have  several 
of  these  white  hats,  for  I've  worn  the  same  kind  for 
years.'* 

"Jumping  Jerusha!"  muttered  Zachary,  stopping 
short  and  thoughtfully  scratching  his  nose.  "  In 
these  togs  7  -ould  walk  right  past  my  aunt  after 
dark     .     .     ." 

But  Randall  perceived  whither  the  fugitive's  thoughts 
tended  and  the  danger  that  lay  therein  for  him- 
self. 

"Now,  hold  on!  None  of  that,  Zack!"  said  he 
hastily.  "  If  I  thought  you'd  attempt  any  pranks  in 
those  clothes,  I'd  take  them  off'  you  again.  I've  got 
a  had  enough  reputation  of  my  own  in  this  town. 
Don't  you  try  to  pawn  my  face  for  your  fun!  Un- 
derstand.? " 

"  All  right,  old  horse,"  answered  the  scapegrace 
with  a  careless  chuckle. 
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"  Now  it's  long  after  twelve,  and  I  must  be  gone. 
Bl  sv  out  your  candle,  Zack,  and  go  to  sleep.  I'll 
bring  you  some  more  to  eat  to-morrow.     Good-night." 

"  Good-night,  Randy,"  yawned  Zachary,  pulling  off 
one  shoe  and  stretching  his  fists  above  his  head.  "  Good- 
night, best  of  all  blasted  friends.  Don't  forget  a  razor 
and  a  bar  of  soap ! " 


T. 

bt 
ho 
't 
sc 
al 
)r 

g 
n 

;r 

;s 

I- 


•  t  ' 


hi 


IT  happened  that  Randall  had  on  a  pair  of  soft 
tennis  shoes  Tuesday  morning  when  he  came 
leaping  up  the  stairs  of  the  Bloodgood  Block  to 
Judge  Trench's  office;  so  his  ascent  made  practically 
no  noise.  On  his  quickly  turning  the  handle  of  the 
office-door  he  surprised  Napoleon  Nickell  and  Tag  Hib- 
bard  in  a  remarkable  scene.  The  law  clerk  had  dragged 
the  small  mulatto  by  the  collar  from  under  a  desk  and 
stood  over  him  in  a  menacing  attitude,  pointing  a 
leaden  paperweight  at  his  head.  Randall  was  just  in 
time  to  catch  his  closing  words,  "  .  .  .  in  the 
name  of  the  law !  " 

"And  who  are  you?"  quavered  Tag,  who  evidently 
i-ecitcd  by  rote. 

"Napoleon  Nickell,  the  detective!"  declared  the 
clerk  in  a  thrilling  voice,  and  threw  back  the  lapel  of 
his  coat. 

At  this  point  the  performance  was  interrupted  by  a 
shout  of  laughter  from  Randall;  and  Nickell  turned 
around  rather  sheepishly. 

"What  the  deuce,  Nap?"  asked  Randall,  as  he 
threw  his  hat  on  a  hook.  "  Is  this  a  chapter  of  Old 
Sleuth? — I  remember  he  used  to  be  your  favourite 
author.  Or  are  you  preparing  some  amateur  theatri- 
cals?" 
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*'  I  was  just  practising  on  Tag,"  said  the  clerk. 

"  Practising  what?  " 

"  Wait,  and  I'll  tell  you."  Nickcll  turned  ahruptly 
on  Tag,  who  had  got  up  from  his  knees  and  was  staring 
idly  around.  "Here  you,  Tag!  Can't  you  see  it's 
'most  half-past  eight,  and  those  spittoons  ain't  filled 
yet?  Chase  across  the  street  nd  get  some  fresh  sand 
in  that  bucket !  " 

When  the  mulatto  hastening  to  obey  had  left  t!ie 
office,  Nickell  took  up  the  delayed  explanation. 

"  That  was  just  a  ruse  to  get  rid  of  Tag,"  said  he. 
"  One  of  the  rules  of  our  association — rule  seventeen — 
is  not  to  talk  in  front  of  more  people  than  you  can 
help.  Now  I  believe  we  are  alone.  Listen."  He 
frowned  mysteriously  all  around  him,  took  the  won- 
dering Randall  by  the  sleeve  and  led  him  to  a  corner, 
where  he  spoke  to  him  in  tones  so  cautious  as  scarce  to 
rise  above  a  whisper.  "  Did  you  ever  hear  of  the 
National  Correspondence  Detective  Bureau?" 

"  No.  Hold  on  though !  Wasn't  there  an  adver- 
tisement running  a  while  in  some  of  the  magazines  and 
newspapers,  offering  to  teach  anybody  by  correspond- 
ence how  to  be  a  detective?  " 

''  Pst !  Not  so  loud !  That's  it.  I  sent  my  ten 
dollars  and  was  enrolled.  I  took  the  ten  lessons  by 
correspondence;  and  now  I'm  Number  One  Eighty  Nine 
in  the  association  and  the  local  representative." 

"Did  you  go  and  bite  on  that,  Nap?"  demanded 
Randall. 

"  It's  not  a  fake ! "  snorted  the  little  man  angrily, 
rubbing  liis  red  nose.     "  Tlic  lessons  arc  great !     Here 
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they  are!"  He  pulled  out  the  drawer  of  his  type- 
writer-stand and  took  up  a  flat  book  which  he  opened 
at  the  first  page  for  the  other's  inspection.  "  See 
there !     '  Rule  One : — (iauge  your  man ! '  " 

"And  who's  the  'Mysterious  Quantity?'"  asked 
Randall,  as  he  perceived  that  starthng  phrase  on  the 
fly-leaf. 

The  derk  looked  a  little  embarrassed  for  a  moment. 

"  Oh,  that's  the  title  by  which  I'm  carried  on  their 
rolls,"  said  he.  "  They  sent  me  a  diploma  saying  I'd 
showed  wonderful  aptitude  in  the  correspondence-les- 
sons, and  ought  to  make  one  of  the  best  sleuths  in  the 
country.  They  sent  me  this  too."  And  he  cautiously 
turned  back  the  left  lapel  of  his  coat  to  display  over 
his  heart  a  glittering  big  tin  badge  on  wiifch  were 
stamped  the  figures  "  189  "  and  surrounding  them  the 
words:  "Local  Representative  National  Correspond- 
ence Detective  Bureau." 

"  Well,  I'll  be  hanged,"  said  Randall  after  contem- 
plating all  these  things.  "  So  you  aim  to  shine  as  a 
detective,  do  you,  Nap?" 

"  I  confess  it,"  earnestly  replied  the  little  man,  and 
laid  his  hand  on  his  swelling  bosom.  "  Within  this 
breast  glows  the  hope  that  some  day  this  brain  will 
baffle  the  ingenuity  of  some  great  criminal  who  is  about 
to  perpetrate  some  horrible  crime  \  Within  this  breast 
beats  a  heart  that  dares  to  believe  that  some  day  these 
shall  be  the  fearless  hands  to  slip  the  nippers  on  some 
great  criminal  in  the  very  hour  of  his  triumph ! " 

"  Dear  me,  I  didn*t  suppose — I  really  didn't  suppose 
you  had  sa  much    imagination,"    Randall    reiaai-ked. 
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"  Here's     boping     you'll     acbicvc     your 
tion." 

"  By  beavcns !  'twould  be  the  proudest  moment  of 
my  life!"  cried  Nickell.  "But,  do  you  know,  I  al- 
most think  my  opportunity  has  arrived !  "  His  voice 
dropped  to  a  whisper,  and  he  first  went  ana  peeped 
into  the  private  office  to  make  sure  no  eavesdropper 
was  around.  "You've  noticed  the  excitement  in  town 
ever  since  Miss  Parthy  Andrews  was  attacked  by  a 
robber,  and  your  little  sister  afterwards  too?" 

"  Why,  yes ; — there's  been  some  aimless  talk  and 
bluster  around  town." 

"  It's  more  than  that !  The  whole  public  mind  is 
excited !  Women  are  afraid  to  step  out  into  their  own 
dooryards  after  dark !  Lots  of  men  are  carrying 
guns  in  their  pockets  that  never  did  before.  It's  a 
regular  roign  of  terror!  Win-,  since  we  heard  of 
those  first  two  attacks,  there've  been  other  robbers 
seen   creeping  around   after  dark ! " 

"  Oh,  of  course  when  a  community  once  gets  stirred 
up,  we're  bound  to  hear  a  lot  of  nonsensical  runioun. 
Whenever  a  pot  bubbles,  it  throws  off  a  lot  of  vapour." 

"  I  tell  you  it's  not  rumours !  There's  Sallie  McFai'- 
dle  vows  she  saw  a  masked  man  with  a  dagger,  shrouded 
in  a  long  black  cloak,  who  peered  in  at  her  bedroom 
window  just  as  the  clock  struck  twelve.,  the  same  night 
Parthy  Andrews  was  attacked." 

"  Pshaw !  Poor  old  Sallie  is  half  crazed  from  read- 
ing the  Hearthside  Companion  and  sentimental  novels. 
She's  liable  to  imagine  anything, — as  you  know  well." 

"  But  there's  Bud  Passcll's  two  boys,  as  they  were 


120 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


t    ', 


coming  back  from  the  swimming  Iiolo  last  night  at 
dusk,  saw  a  man  cruwh'ng  on  all  fours  through  Dr. 
Bradley's  gardcn-pntdi." 

"Some  darky  steahng  melons,"  said  Randall  con- 
temptuously. 

"And  what  of  the  two  men  Squire  Jenkins  saw 
sneaking  into  Keg  Alley  after  twelve  o'clock  last  night, 
when  he  got  up  to  shut  his  bedroom  window?  Ife  says 
one  had  a  white  beard,  and  they  took  to  their  heels 
as  soon  as  they  heard  the  window  squeak." 

"I  guess  the  squire  hadn't  his  eyes  open, — or  it 
might  Imve  been  Hans  Joquet  and  a  friend  of  his 
getting  home  from  Lytic.  I  passed  them  on  the  road 
myself." 

"Oh,  make  light  of  these  things  if  yon  want  to, 
Randy  Harris!"  exclaimed  the  clerk.       "But  there's 
plenty  of  evidence  this  town  is  infested  by  a  band  of 
criminals    that   are   aiming   at  some  great   stroke   to- 
gether!    Tlie   public   mind   is     aroused    and     uneasy. 
There  was  talk  last  night,  down  at  Hillary's  grocery, 
of  calling  an   indignation   meeting  and    hanging    up 
some  coon  as  an  example  of  justice." 
"Aha,  and  what  did  old  Dick  say.?" 
"  Well,  Dick  didn't  take  quite  so  serious  a  view  yet 
as  the  others.     He  tried  to  get  funny  and  take  up  a 
collection  to  buy  an  old  rope  he  wants  to  sell.     But 
just  the  same,  there's  some  great  crime  brewing!     Now 
just  suppose— suppose   that  I,   Napoleon   B.   Nickell, 
could   lay   my   hand   on   the  leader  of  those  bandits! 
Suppose  that  I  had  wormed  my  way  into  his  secrets! 
Suppose  that  jivst  as  he's  ready  to  spring  his  plot,  I— 
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Napoleon  B.  Nickell,  Local  Representative  of  the 
National  Correspondence  Delectivo  Bureau,  with  all 
the  proofs  to  convict  him  of  his  heinous  crime,  cover 
him  with  a  gun  and  arrest  him  in  the  name  of  the  law! 
Whf!"  And  the  amateur  detective  blew  an  exultant 
blast  on  his  nose. 

"Great  Scott!"  ejaculated  Randall,  struck  by  a 
peculiar  emphasis  in  the  little  man's  voice.  "  You  must 
have  formed  suspicions  against  somebody !  " 

Nickell  opened  his  mouth  to  speak,  thought  better 
of  it,  folded  his  arms  across  his  breast,  and  stalked 
back  and  forth.  "  If  I  have,"  muttered  he  in  a  myste- 
rious and  important  manner,  "  this  ain't  the  time  to 
reveal  'em." 

He  continued  to  pace  up  and  down  the  floor  to  the 
neglect  of  his  typewriter;  and  Randall  meanwhile 
selected  a  nun.ber  of  law  books  from  the  shelves  and 
sat  down  at  the  desk  by  the  window.  But  Nickell 
was  bursting  with  mystery,  and  had  only  assumed  a 
reluctance  to  speak  because  of  a  desire  to  enhance  his 
own  importance.  Of  his  own  accord  he  soon  opened 
the  conversation  again. 

"  It  here  is  a  gang  of  criminals  in  town,  what  would 
you  suppose  is  their  real  object?  " 

"  Search  me,"  said  Randall,  who  had  begun  turning 
the  leaves  of  Washburn  on  Real  Property,  "  unless  to 
stt  rt  a  lot  of  old  women's  tongues  clacking.'* 

*'  Now  that  shows  the  value  of  training  on  these 
subjects ! "  exclaimed  Nickell.  "  One  of  the  first  rules 
for  us  local  representatives — rule  six — is: — Find  the 
motive!    Now  there's  only  one  motive  big  enough  for 
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hII  tlicso  prelii.ii.mries.  And  tl.at  motive  is— beneath— 
jour-vei7— feet !  "  On  the  final  words  Nickell's  voice 
gradually  sank  to  a  solemn  muffled  bass,  as  though  it 
literally  conducted  his  auditor  downstairs. 

"  Oho,  the  bank !     So  you  think  it's  a  gang  of  bank 
robbers?" 

^^  The  law  clerk  so  jely  and  slowly  nodded  his  head. 
"What  would  you  say,"  whispered  he,  "if  I  tohl  you 
I  had  a  clew  already.?  What  would  you  say  if  I  told 
you  one  of  the  gang  is  inside  the  bank.?  What  would 
you  say  if  I  told  you  the  leader  of  the  gang  is  a  promi- 
nent citizen  of  Beulah.?  " 

Randall,  whose  interest  In  the  conversation  had 
flagged  as  he  dived  deeper  into  Washburn's  discussion 
of  leases,  could  not  but  be  struck  by  the  thrilhng  air 
of  mystery  with  which  these  questions  had  been"  de- 
livered. He  laid  down  his  book  and  gazed  steadily  at 
the  amateur  detective  for  almost  a  mlnutt-. 

"  Look  here.  Nap,"  said  he  at  last ;  "  I  want  to  know 
what  in  thunder  you  mean  by  such  talk  and  by  that 
hi'Toglyphic  phiz  of  yours." 

"  What  would  you  say  if  I  told  you  I  had  seen  the 
said  prominent  citizen  of  Beulah  creeping  out  of  town 
in  disguise,  under  cover  of  night,  by  a  back  lane,  to 
meet  one  of  his  accomplices.?  " 
"  You  mean  Mr.  Andrews .?  " 

"Mim!     Why,  of  course  not!     He  owns  the  bank. 
He  don't  have  to  rob  it !  " 

"  Then  you  must  mean  Sam  Riggs." 
Nickell  was  silent;  but  his  puckered  mouth  and  the 
cunning  droop  of  iiih  eyelids  were  assent  enough. 
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"  I  don't  know  how  much  truth  there  is  in  your 
hccin^  him  go  out  of  town  after  <hirk  by  some  b»ick 
lane,"  said  Randall  sternly ;  "  but  Sam  Kiggs  happens 
to  be  a  friend  of  mine.  Understand?  Sam  Riggs 
wouhhi't  steal  a  penny  if  he  was  starving!  And  he's 
had  trouble  enough  without  having  some  cave-faced 
fool  throwing  out  hints  against  his  honesty.  So  if 
you  don't  want  trouble  with  me.  Nap  Nickell,  you  keep 
your  damned  suspicion  to  yourself!" 

"  Hush !  Hush !  "  cried  Nickell  in  an  agony  of  ap- 
prehension. "Not  so  loud!  Here's  Tac  cominc' 
Hush!"  ^' 

He  flew  to  the  typewriter  and  commenced  beating 
the  keys  as  though  his  life  depended  on  the  agility  of 
his  fingers.  The  office  resounded  with  the  loud  click 
and  whirr  of  transcription,  punctuated  at  intervals  by 
a  tremendous  snort.  Randall  applied  himself  steadily 
to  his  books.  An  hour  elapsed,  during  which  the  only 
conversation  in  the  office  occurred  when  a  visitor 
dropped  in  on  some  errand.  A  distinct  atmosphere  of 
frigid  aloofness  prevailed  between  the  law  clerk  and 
the  law  student. 

A  few  minutes  before  ten  o'clock,  Randall,  having 
absorbed  all  he  could  on  the  subject  of  leaseholds  from 
sucli  law-books  as  he  found,  went  out  to  keep  his  ap- 
pointment with  Miss  Parthenia  Andrews.  He  walked 
briskly  up  Main  Street  to  the  Bloodgood  mansion, 
feeling  some  elation  at  this  first  opportunity  to  put 
his  studies  to  practical  use,  and  gave  the  sliining  brass 
bell-handle  a  sharp  pull. 

It  was  not  the  usual  coloured  housemaid  that  opened 
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the  door  for  him,  after  some  delay,  but  the  phimp  pink- 
faced  young  German  cook,  who  came  wiping  her  hands 
on  her  apron  and  sniffling. 

"  Hullo,  Lena,"  said  R..ndall  sympathetically,  notic- 
ing her  reddened  eyelids.  "  Wie  gchVs!  What  are 
you  crying  about  ?  '* 

"  Ach,  I  bin  always  hier  crying,"  Lena  answered  in 
her  quaint  dialect,  and  smiled  on  him  like  an  April  sun 
through  her  watery  tears.  "  Always  I  bin— what  you 
call  it? — xirhmutifi'!" 

Lena  Meyerhofcr  was  an  imported  culinary  treasure 
whom  Miss  Parthenia  Andrews  had  discovered  in  Phila- 
delphia and  brought  home  to  preside  over  her  brother's 
kitchen.     As  a  white  hired  domestic  was  quite  a  novelty 
in  Beulah,  where  such  work  had  always  been  performed 
by  coloured  women,  poor  Lena  found  that  she  was  in  a 
class  by  herself.     She   could   not   well   associate  with 
either  whites  or  blacks,  and  her  heart  grew  heavy  with 
loneliness.     She    was    often    seen    wandering   alone    in 
her  afternoons  of  leisure  among  the  fields  bordering  the 
town,  where  she  gathered  nosegays  of    wild    flowers, 
bedewed  them  with  tears,  and  indulged  her  melancholy 
mood  in  mournful  song. 

"Homesick,  eh.?"  said  Randall  now.  "Well,  well; 
it's  too  bad!  But  I  had  an  appointment  with  Miss 
Parthenia  this  morning  on  a  legal  matter.  Is  she  in  ?  " 
\Vhile  the  cook  was  searching  her  meagre  vocabulary 
for  an  intelligible  reply.  Miss  Parthenia  herself  came 
running  downstairs  in  considerable  discomposure,  her 
lean  muscular  arms  bared  to  the  elbow,  and  specta- 
cles thrust  on  top  of  her  head. 
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"  Such  a  terrible  acvitlcn  upstairs  !  "  said  she.  "  My 
niece  was  out  and  Annie,  our  coloured  housemaid,  red- 
ding up  her  room,  mistook  the  manuscript  of  *  Wonuin*s 
Intellectual  Disinheritance'  for  waste  paper,  stuffed  it 
into  a  Rrate,  and  touched  a  match  to  it.  I  barely 
arrived  in  time  to  save  this  invaluable  treatise  for  a 
darkened  world." 

"On  behalf  of  the  darkened  world,  if  you'll  accept 
my  credentials,  I  thank  you,"  said  Randall  smiling. 

"I'm  sorting  and  smoothing  out  the  sheets  of  paper 
as  well  as  I  can,  for  Heth  would  be  broken-hearted 
when  she  gets  home.  If  you'll  go  into  the  back-parlour, 
you'll  find  on  the  table  the  documents  I  wanted  a  Icul 
opmion  on.  You  can  be  reading  them  over,  and  Ell 
be  down  again  in  a  few  minutes." 

In  the  back-parlour  Randall  picked  up  a  thick  bul„ 
ing  envelope,  which  lay  unsealed  on  the  oaken  centre 
table.  The  apartment  was  one  of  those  great  square 
chilly  rooms  peculiar  to  the  old  Bloodgood  house,  which, 
in  spite  of  all  later  efforts  at  coziness,  seemed  still  to 
wear  the  ineffaceable  mark  of  the  austere  personality 
of  Beth's  maternal  grandfather.  There  hung  over  the 
mantel-piece  a  large  oval  portrait  in  oils  of  Elder 
Bloodgood  himself,  and  Randall  stood  studying  the 
grim  rigid  Puritanical  features  a  few  moments. 

"It  is  evident,"  said  he  half  aloud,  "where  your 
charming  granddaughter  gets  her  disposition  to  throw 
stones  at  the  sins  of  others,  old  fellow,  I  fancy  what 
would  have  been  your  opinion  of  me!  " 

He  sat  down  by  the  open  window,  which  commanded 
u  green  view  of  elms,  flower  buslies,  and  smooth  turf, 
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and  tlie  white  wall  of  the  parsonage  next  door ;  and  the 
air  that  blew  in  seemed  comfortable  against  the  chill 
of  the  great  room.  He  began  to  examine  the  docu- 
ments. 

They  were  nothing  out  of  the  way.  A  warranty 
deed,  dating  back  some  thirty  years,  named  Parthcnia 
Louise  Andrews  grantee  in  fee  simple  of  certain  Phila- 
delphia property.  An  abstract  of  title  of  equal  age, 
prepared  in  a  good  stiff  hand  by  some  forgotten  Phila- 
delphia lawyer,  ran  the  title  back  through  numerous 
transfers  and  mortgages  for  half  a  century.  Then 
came  some  miscellaneous  memoranda  in  Miss  Par- 
thenia's  peculiar  scrawling  penmanship,  and  copies  of 
two  recent  leases  of  the  property  for  one  year  terms, 
the  latter  lease  unexpired.  These  all  received  due  at- 
tention. 

Finally  Randall  drew  from  the  envelope  a  sheet  of 
notepaper  on  which  were  some  verses,  not  in  Miss 
Parthenia's   handwriting,  but  very   daintily  written: 

"  Although  disdain  informed  my  lip 
When  face  to  fa^e  we  met; 
And  at  my  taunt  and  stinging  quip 
Although,  dear  sir,  you  fret;— 

"Perhaps  my  words  seemed  so  ill-meant, 

To  bluflf  the  foe  they  ran  on; — 

There's  many  a  frowning  battlement 

That  mounts  but  Quaker  cannon. 

"Often  a  woman's  words  are  stout 
Because  her  heart  Is  tender; — 
For  when  all  else  is  put  to  rout. 
With  these  she  must  defend  her." 

Several   times   over,   Randall   read   these   verses   de- 
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liberately.  Miss  Parthenia  liad  not  written  them,  for 
here  was  her  familiar  scrawl  in  decided  contrast.  The 
lines  could  not  have  been  written  so  very  long  ago; 
the  notcpaper  still  retained  a  faint  lilac  odour  such  as 
clings  about  a  young  lady's  stationery.  And  the 
words  themselves  opened  up  a  whole  realm  of  tantalis- 
ing conjecture.  Of  course  it  was  highly  improbable 
to  suppose.  .  .  .  Yet  the  very  fact  itself  that 
she  indulged  in  verse  threw  such  a  surprisingly  new 
side-light  on  her  disposition.  She  had  always  seemed 
to  him  so  different  from  her  aunt,  so  severely  practical 
and,  in  fact,  hard  in  her  views.  .  .  .  And  there 
was  that  last  passage-at-arms,  when,  indeed,  disdain 
informed  her  lip. 

He  was  ruffling  his  brow  in  the  midst  of  these  be- 
wildering cogitations,  the  notepapcr  in  his  hand,  when 
Miss  Parthenia  entered  the  room  apologising  for  her 
delay.  With  sleeves  now  rolled  down  and  the  spec- 
tacles restored  to  the  bridge  of  her  nose,  she  was  much 
more  prepared  for  a  business  discussion;  and  for  the 
next  fifteen  minutes  or  so,  Randall  found  his  knowledge 
of  the  law  of  leaseholds  rather  severely  tested  by  her 
shrewd  questions. 

"  How  about  the  water-pipes  he  put  into  the  bakery 
last  year?"  she  asked  at  last.  "He  says  they're 
trade-fixtures  and  he's  going  to  tear  them  out  before 
he  quits  possession;  and  that  will  injure  the  building." 
"  You  needn't  fear  on  that  score,"  Randall  diffidently 
answered.  "  By  renewing  his  lease  since  putting  them 
m,  aid  accepting  a  new  lease  which  was  silent  about 
those  pipes,  the  lessee  has  made  them  permanent  fix- 
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tures.  Of  course,"  he  added,  flushing  a  little,  "  I'm  too 
green  at  the  law  to  be  too  positive  till  I  get  Judge 
Trench's  opinion." 

"You're  a  splendid  counsellor  now,  Randall,"  said 
Miss  Parthenia  rising,  "just  because  you  haven't 
learned  yet  to— what's  Beth's  word?— to  bluff?  Most 
lawyers  and  doctors  mix  two  parts  bluff  to  one  part 
knowledge  when  they  advise  a  client,  just  to  inspire 
confidence.  They're  faith  healers.  .  .  .  Now  I 
don't  think  of  any  other  matter  on  which  I  needed 
legal  advice."  She  picked  up  the  documents  one  by 
one  and  restored  them  to  the  large  open  envelope. 
"  These  must  be  all  the  papers,  aren't  they? " 

"  All  except  this,"  said  Randall.  "  I  found  it  in  the 
envelope  too.     It  hardly  bears  on  the  subject." 

Miss  Parthenia  took  the  sheet  of  notepaper  and 
glanced  the  verses  over  with  a  well-feigned  air  of  sur- 
prise. 

"Beth's  handwriting  .  .  .  hm  .  .  . 
^'r"  •  •  •  Strange,  isn't  it,  how  it  could  have  got 
mixed  with  my  legal  papers !  She  came  into  this  room 
just  before  she  went  out,  I  remember.  The  envelope 
was  lying  on  the  table.  She  knew  it  was  awaiting  your 
inspection.  Hm ! "  The  hypocritical  spinster  made 
quite  a  puzzled  face.  "  Do  you  think  she  meant  it  for 
you  ?  " 

"  Not  likely,"  said  Randall  with  a  queer  stammer. 
"  Your  niece  and  I  aren't  .  .  .  er  ,  .  .well, 
she  doesn't  like  me." 

"Hm!  Don't  be  too  sure  of  that!"  Miss  Par- 
thenia's  quick  sharp  glance  over  her  spoctarlos  seemed  to 
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imply  more  than  she  had  said.  "  Young  women  aren't 
a  lot  of  bulletin-boards  nailed  up  at  the  door,  for  every 
passer-by  to  read  the  announcement  on  .  .  . 
Hm !  These  lines  aren't  half  bad— for  her,  don't  vou 
think?"  ^ 

"  Why,  I  iiad  no  idea  she  ever  did  this  sort  of  thing! 
She  always  seemed  just  the  opposite." 

"  Young  women  are  natural  ventriloquists,  and  pre- 
fer to  make  one  passion  the  mouthpiece  for  another. 
Now  Beth  is  really  a  very  sentimental  girl. 
Some  of  these  lines  are  rather  crude ;—  and  here's 
that  abominable  word  *blufF'  that  I  can't  break  her 
of!" 

"But  it's  the  only  possible  word  there,"  eagerly 
protested  the  young  man.  «  it  gives  just  the  right 
fling  to  the  phrase." 

"  Perhaps  you're  right,"  said  Miss  Parthenia,  whose 
vanity  was  gratified  by  this  tribute.  « I'm  an  old-time 
home-body  myself,  and  can't  get  reconciled  to  the  slang 
girls  pick  up  at  these  boarding-schools.  Yes,  the 
verses  are  quite  tolerable — for  her." 

On  Randall's  looking  at  his  watch  and  declaring 
that  he  must  get  back  to  the  office,  the  poetess,  as  if 
on  a  sudden  recollection,  begged  him  to  wait  a  moment, 
and  running  to  tJie  next  room  returned  with  a  sewing 
basket,  out  of  which  she  poured  on  the  table  a  number 
of  spools,  balls  of  yarn,  and  various  small  articles. 
And  from  the  bottom  she  lifted  a  beautiful  cabinet 
photograph  of  Beth  Andrews  in  her  graduation  gown. 

"  Say  !  Isn't  that  great !  "  exclaimed  Randall,  quick 
and  outspoken  always  over  anything  artistically  ad- 
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He  held  it  off  at  arm's  length.     "  It's  per- 


mirable. 
feet ! " 

"  I  must  get  you  to  do  me  a  favour,"  said  Miss  Par- 
thenia  smiling,  "  that  will  tax  your  diplomacy  and 
taste."  "^ 

"  I'm  afraid  both  are  so  small  they  come  under  the 
taxation-exemption  law,"  the  young  man  answered 
quickly.     "  But  they  are  at  your  service." 

"  Well,  not  to  mince  words,— I  stole  this  photo  out 
of  Beth's  room  the  other  day,  and  she's  hunting  high 
and  low  for  it." 

"  I  shall  be  happy  to  defend  you,  if  she  brings  the 
matter  into  court." 

"  No ;  I  only  wanted  you  to  act  as  the  receiver  of 
stolen  goods.        I  wanted  you  to  take  this   to  Hans 
Joquet's  shop.     I  can't  well  do  it  myself,  for  this  is  to 
be  a  birthday  surprise  for  Beth,  and  she  would  be  sure 
to  see  me  runnmg  over  there  and  would  want  to  know 
about  it.     But  if  you'll  get  Hans  Joquet  to  make  one 
of  his  fancy  ivory  frames  for  it,  with  a  touch  of  gold 
ornament,  such  as  he  did  for  Mary  Thorne,  only  less 
ornate,— I'll  be  fo  much  obliged!     And  as  secrecy  is 
important,  you  nust  promise  me  not  to  reveal  to  any- 
body my  part  in  it." 

Not  at  all  fancying  such  a  commission,  Randall 
vainly  interposed  objections,  which  Miss  Parthcnia  over- 
rode. She  herself  slipped  the  photograph  into  his 
pocket,  and  he  had  no  other  course  but  to  promise 
secrecy  and  obedience  to  her  wishes. 

The  poetess  had  just  let  him  out  at  the  front  door, 
and  he  was  going  toward.^  the  gate,  when  Beth  Andrews 
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entered  the  yard  with  a  little  basket  of  parcels  as  the 
fruits  of  her  morning's  shoppinK^  She  was  looking  so 
fresh  and  charming,  and  Randall's  feelings  towards 
her  had  recently  undergone  such  a  modification,  that 
he  stopped,  took  off  his  hat,  and  manifested  a  desire 
to  exchange  some  amicable  words.  Beth,  unprepared 
for  this,  gave  him  a  cool  good-morning  and  sailed  past 
him  up  into  the  house. 

Miss  Parthenia  had  observed  all  these  evolutions 
from  the  doorsill.  "My  dear,"  said  she  severely,  in 
the  hallway,  "  I'm  ashamed  of  you !  " 

"  Me,  aunty?  "  cried  innocent  Beth.     "  Why?  " 
"'Jo  treat  Randall  Harris  so.     Your  manner  was 
rude — positively  rude !  " 

'l^hereupon  the  young  lady  composedly  set  down  her 
basket,  unpinned  the  straw  hat,  laid  it  aside,  and  began 
to  strip  the  long  white  gloves  from  her  slim  arms. 
^  "  I  was  just  as  polite  as  the  situation  warranted. 
Von  don't  know  the  circumstances  at  all.  Aunt  Parthy." 
"  I  know  you  trounced  by  him  with  your  chin  in  the 
air,  while  his  whole  manner  showed  an  eagerness  to 
be  friends !  " 

"You  pervert  the  facts  dreadfully.  Why,  we  de- 
test one  another!  Yesterday,  in  Judge  Trench's  office, 
Me  deliberately  insulted  one  another.  We  said  all  the 
mean  things  we  could  think  of,  and— and— he  said 
meaner  things  than  I  could.     Oh,  I  hate  him ! " 

"In.leed!  Well,  that  isn't  how  he  talks  behind 
your  back.  He  expressed  a  genuine  admiration  for 
you." 

"For  me?"     And  Beth's  grey  eyes  opened  round, 
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and  then  she  laughed   out   incredulously.        «  You're 
joking ! " 

"  All  these  young  Plunketts  and  Wades  and  Mar- 
shalls,  who  haven't  got  half  Randy  Harris's  brains  or 
qualities,  don't  admire  you  more  than  he." 

"What  did  he  say.?"  demanded  Beth,  shaking  her 
head  with  an  air  of  supreme  indifference. 

"  I  shan't  tell  you  1 " 

"Please,  Aunt  Parthy,  dear,"  she  coaxed.  "What 
did  he  say?" 

"  I  shan't  tell  you  till  you've  learned  how  to  treat 
him!  As  though  that  big  gawky  Jack  Plunkett  and 
his  horsey  talk,  and  that  silly  little  parlour-ornament, 
Web  Marshall,  with  his  scented  handkerchiefs,  were  to 
be  preferred  to  a  real  Harris  of  the  Beulah  Harrises !  " 

And  the  irate  snap  of  her  voice  and  the  huffed  man- 
ner in  which  she  flung  out  of  the  hall  would  have  con- 
vinced the  keenest  of  observers  that  Miss  Parthenia 
was  terribly  provoked.  But  Beth  was  not  very  ob- 
servant of  these  symptoms  just  now.  She  sat  thought- 
fully down  on  one  of  the  hall-chairs,  rested  her  round 
chin  on  her  palms,  and  fell  into  a  wide-eyed  muse. 

There  is  always  some  new  aspect  of  things  turning 
up  to  puzzle  the  formulists. 
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XI 

To  the  busjbodies  of  Beulah,  Hans  Joquel  was  a 
standing    question-mark.     Some    two    or  three 
years  before  this  series  of  events  he  had  stepped 
off  a  steamboat  at  Riverview  Landing,  with  a  shabby 
vahse,  a  v.olin,  a  caped  overcoat  of  foreign  cut,  and  a 
huge  meerschaum  pipe.     He  made  his  living  first  as  a 
dancing  teacher,  and  then  had  opened  a  shop  on  Main 
btreet  for  the  repair  of  musical  instruments,  furniture, 
and  bnc-a-brac.     About  forty-five  years  of  age,  with 
a  sardonic  black  eye,  pointed  black  beard,  and  waxed 
moustaches,-the  plump  little  man  concealed  under  a 
great  deal  of  chatter  and  gesticulation   a  talent  for 
keeping  his  mouth  shut.     Nobody  could  say  of  what 
nationality  he  was;  he  seemed  to  speak  French,  Ger- 
man  Italian,  and  Spanish  with  equal  fluency;  and  when 
anybody  asked  him  where  he  was  born,  he  smiled  bril- 
hantly   and  declared  himself  a  born    cosmopolite,    a 
Weltkmd,  a  citizen  of  the  large  world,-in    short    a 
dozen  picturesque  evasions. 

It  was  to  this  man  that  Randall  Harris  brought 
Beth  Andrews's  photograph  Tuesday  evening,  on  quit- 
t.ng  he  law-office  for  the  day.  He  discovered  the  cos- 
mopolitan at  the  rear  end  of  his  dark  little  shop,  behind 
a  curtain  of  split  bamboo-grass.  The  front  of  the  shop 
was  devoted  to  glass-counters  and  shelves;  but  behind 
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the  curtain  the  repair  work  was  done.  It  was  a  small 
cleared  space,  wrested  from  a  miscellaneous  mass  of 
odds  and  ends  of  furniture,  picture-frames,  and  patched 
musical  instruments.  The  shopkeeper,  with  his  coat 
off  and  a  spotted  canvas  apron  about  his  waist,  was 
painting  shellac  over  a  split  in  the  neck  of  a  guitar. 
Randall  explained  the  nature  of  his  mission. 

"  Ah,  ah ! "  cried  Hans  Joquet  explosively,  on  be- 
holding the  photograph.  "  Is  she  not  charming !  '* 
I!  threw  aside  his  apron  and  sprang  to  the  middle  of 
the  floor,  where  the  light  fell  clearer.  "  Su-perb ! 
Splen-did!" 

"  The  design  for  the  panel  is  to  be  somewhat  on  the 
order  of  one  I  am  told  you  made  for  Widow  Thome," 
said  Randall. 

"  Ah,  bah !  That  was  a  mere  coup  d'essai.  This 
sliall  be  a  masterstroke !     I  am  inspired !     Leave  it  to 

■  •     I  have  here  a  grand  thought !  "     He  tapped  his 


me! 


finger  on  his  forehead,  and  then  executed  several  de- 
lighted pirouettes  that  threatened  to  dash  his  toe 
through  a  landscape  painting  tilted  against  a  broken 
Mexican  vase.  "  It  shall  be  a  work  of  art !  Look — ■ 
look !  Here  comes  the  ivory  panel  thus ! — here  die 
feine  Drahtarbeit — so!  Look!  She  shall  be  a  lily 
blooming  in  a  vase  of  ivory  and  gold!     Not?" 

Their  ideas  of  art,  it  turned  out,  were  somewhat  op- 
posed. They  fell  into  an  animated  dispute  at  once  on 
the  sore  of  filigree  that  would  be  most  appropriate. 
Randall  quoted  some  vaguely  remembered  axioms  of 
Charles  Eliot  Norton,  while  Joquet  protested  in  five 
languages  that  American  notions  on  such  subjects  were 
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atrocious.  It  was  after  seven  o'clock  and  Joquet  had 
lighted  a  big  kerosene  lamp  and  the  dispute  was  still 
raging,  when  Randall  finally  took  out  his  watch, 
laughed,  and  said  he  must  go. 

"  Just  one  caution,  Hans,"  .said  he,  as  he  stepped 
out  on  the  sidewalk. 

"  I  am  all  ears !  '* 

"  This  work  is  not  for  myself  but  for  a  friend  who 
intends  it  as  a  surprise-gift  to  the  young  lady." 

"  Eh,  I  understand.  Cer-tainly,  cer-tainly !  "  Jo- 
quet's  fat  shoulders  went  up  in  a  shrug  and  the  waxed 
tips  of  his  moustache  went  up  also.  "  I  am  the  dis- 
creet." 

"  No,  you're  mistaken,"  said  Randall,  annoyed  at  the 
other's  obvious  increduHty.  "  I  only  mentioned  this 
because  I  don't  wish  to  appear  in  a  false  light,  and  the 
thing  must  be  kept  secret.  I'm  a  mere  agent,  I  tell 
you." 

Joquet  laid  his  hand  on  his  heart  and  bowed  pro- 
foundly. 

"  By  birth  I  am  a  gentleman,"  declared  he.  "  Your 
secret  is  confided  not  to  the  mere  shopkeeper — but  to 
the  artist — the  man  of  sentiment — the  man  of  honour! 
These  lips  are  sealed !  " 

"  Confound  him,"  muttered  Randall,  walking  rapidly 
away.  "  He  didn't  believe  a  word  I  said !  He 
keeps  his  own  outlandish  notion  even  while  he  pro- 
tests." 

During  the  discussion  on  art,  dusk  had  fallen  on  the 
town.  Randall  stopped  at  Dick  Hillary's  grocery  to 
get  some  canned  provisions   for  the  refugee  whom  he 
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hftd  hidden  at  the  barracks.  As  it  happened,  the  gen- 
eral's prodigal  son  was  a  great  favourite  of  the  veter- 
an's; and  Dick  no  sooner  caught  sight  of  him  than  he 
rushed  from  behind  a  huge  cheese  that  he  was  cutting, 
and  clapped  him  on  the  back. 

"  Here  we  are,  all  present  'r  accounted  fer ! "  he 
shouted.     "How's  the  Noo  York  police.  Randy?" 

It  was  impossible  to  take  offence  at  the  tough  old 
fellow's  boisterous  welcome. 

"  Holding  their  own,  but  not  me,  Dick,"  the  young 
man  answerc*' 

"You  bet  they  ain't!"  roared  Dick,  screwing  his 
one  remaining  eye  into  a  most  facetious  expression. 
"  They  know  better  now !     Sound  ofF !     Hooroo !  " 

And  as  his  racket  brought  his  quarrelsome  wife  from 
upstairs,  and  slicproceded  to  take  him  to  task,  and  they 
stood  jawing  one  another,  it  was  some  time  before  Ran- 
dall could  complete  his  purchases.  When  he  got  out 
on  the  street  again,  twilight  had  gathered  thick.  He 
strode  on  rapidly  and  soon  reached  the  edge  of  town. 
A  minute  or  two  brought  him  to  Lover's  Nook ;  but 
just  as  he  was  passing  the  gap  in  the  hedge,  walking 
on  the  soft  turf  at  the  side  of  the  road  to  avoid  the 
dust,  a  tall  figure  stepped  out  into  the  road,  and,  at 
the  unexpected  encounter,  shrank  hurriedly  back  into 
the  shadow. 

Randall  had  an  eye  like  his  father's,  keen  as  a 
hawk's;  and  after  a  momentary  uncertainty  he  stopped 
and  called  out : 

"Hello.  Sam  Riggs!     Isn't  that  you?" 

It  was,  in  fart,  Sam  Rigg-J.      Tho  cashier  came  for- 
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I  ward  from  the  obscurity  of  the  hedge  with  nn  ill- 
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ccaled  reluctance. 

"Why,  if  it  isn't  Randy  Harris!"  exclaimed  he, 
shaking  hands.     "  That's  strange !  '* 

"What's  strange,  Sam,  about  that?" 

"  It's  not  five  minutes  ago  I  saw  you  up  the  road 
yonder  near  your  own  gate !  '* 

"  Arc  you  sure?  " 

"Positive!  Nobody  in  Beulah  could  mistake  that 
white  hat  and  blue  suit.  Now  how  could  you  have  got 
past  me  into  town  and  back  again  so  soon?  " 

It  was  plain  to  Randall  what  muct  have  happened, 
but  he  dodged  an  explanation. 

"Ah,  I'm  a  wonder  at  being  in  two  places  at  once, 
Sam.  I  haven't  time  to  stop  now.  I'm  late  for  sup- 
per. But  I'm  mighty  glad  I  ran  across  you!  When 
can  I  have  a  solemn  confab  with  you?" 

"  At  the  bank,  any  time." 

"No; — too  public!     At  your  room?" 

"'Most  any  night.  Only,  to-night  I've  got  some 
checking  up  at  the  bank." 

"  How  would  to-morrow  night  do?  " 

"  I'll  hang  the  latchstring  out  for  you." 

"  And  keep  the  forge  fire  burning?  "  asked  Randall 
with  a  laugh,  holding  up  a  tiny  copper  dogshcad  on 
Ms  watch-chain.  The  cashier,  who  was  an  amateur 
coppersmith  and  often  made  pretty  trinkets  out  of 
pennies,  had  given  it  to  him  several  years  ago. 

Sam  Riggs  smiled  one  of  his  rare  grim  smiles. 

"  I'm  not  doing  much  coppersmithing  just  now.  My 
landlady's  little  girl,  Ilattie,  has  been  sick,  and  the 
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clink  of  the  hammer  niight  «'isturb  her.  But  come  up, 
Raiidy!  I'll  turn  you  out  a  mw  watchclmrm  every 
night,  just  for  the  sake  of  your  royal  good  company !  " 
He  made  a  sudden  nervous  grimace,  clenching  liis  fists. 
*'  Lord  knows  I  need  company, — just  to  keep  me  from 
getting  drunk! " 

They  separatetl.  Randall  hurried  on  through  the 
dim  twilight,  and  round  about  him  on  the  hedges  the 
treefrogs  and  katydids  lifted  striciulent  voices  in  the 
arid  chant  of  midsummer,  and  armoured  beetles  droned 
to  and  fro  across  his  path.  There  were  still  enough 
embers  of  day  in  the  sky  to  enable  him  to  perceive  ob- 
jects at  some  little  distiirue.  As  he  drew  nearer  his 
father's  gate,  he  saw  an  uneasy  apparition,  faintly  dis- 
tinguishable in  a  white  hat,  that  flitted  about  the  road 
ahead. 

"  Where  are  the  bars  that  can  shut  such  folly  in ! " 
muttered  Randall  wrathfully.  "I'll  tench  him  a  les- 
son!" And  putting  on  a  sudden  burst  of  speed  he 
fairly  ran  the  elusive  shapo  to  earth. 

Finding  all  other  esca'^e  hopeless,  the  fugitive  made 
a  dive  at  the  thick  thorn  hedge  which  surrounded  the 
old  barracks,  and  pawed  madly  at  the  prickly  branches 
in  an  effort  to  break  throiijrh. 

"  I  hope  those  brambles  will  be  a  plough  to  your  wits, 
Zack,"  said  Randall,  standing  over  him.  "  It's  time 
you  cultivated  a  crop  of  sense." 

"Jupiter  Jones!  Was  that  just  you,  Randy!" 
gasped  the  fugitive.  He  dropped  weakly  on  the 
grass.  "Feel  my  heart  beat!  Aw,  scads!  You 
might  as  well  kill  a  feller  as  scare  him  to  death ! " 
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"  Why  do  you  show  yourself  out  here  'n  the  road, 
where  everybody  can  see  you  ?  " 

"But  it's  ho  awful  lonesome  up  there!  And  the 
queerest  things, — just  wait  till  I  tell  you.  And  I'ni 
that  hungry  1  could  eat  a  circus  poster  for  the  flour 
paste!  Vou  stayed  away  just  as  dummcd  long  as  you 
could !  " 

"  I  couldn't  bring  you  these  groceries  by  daylight, 
could  I,  without  being  seen?"  demanded  Randall 
rather  hotly.  "  Here,  take  these  cans.  I've  spent 
every  red  sou  I  had  to  buy  them  for  you.  Now  crawl 
into  your  hole  and  stay  there ! " 

Holding  the  cans  up  one  by  one,  so  that  a  streak  of 
light  from  the  westeni  sky  fell  on  them,  Zachary  read 
the  gaudy  labels ;  and  as  he  did  so,  his  voice  grew  more 
and  more  disconsolate. 

"  Beans.  .  .  .  Tomatoes.  .  .  .  Sal- 
mon," moaned  he.  "In  the  name  of  the  world  and  the 
flesh  and  the  devil!  .  .  .  Canned  corn! 
Canned  beef!  .  .  .  Why,  if  I  hadn't  any  better 
idea  how  to  feed  a  human  being,  I'd  salt  my  brains 
and  dish  'em  up  for  noodles ! " 

"  What  an  unreasonable  ass  you  are,  Zack,"  said 
Randall. 

"Not  even  a  piece  of  cheese!  Not  a  drop  of 
ketchup !  And  as  for  pickled  pigsfeet,  I  might  as  well 
talk  to  a  stone !  " 

"  Judging  by  the  intelligence  you  show,  you  ought 
to  cat  nothing  but  hay !  "  Randall  retorted.  "  Now 
what's  the  sense  of  asking  me  for  pickled  pigsfeet  ? 
I  bought  you  what  I  could  afford  to  pay  for  and  what 
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would  keep  you  fed  longest.  When  vou  ask  bread  of 
a  beggar,  isn't  it  foolish  to  expect  cake?  I  don't  pre- 
tend to  rival  Delmonlco's." 

"  And  jou  don't,"  grumbled  Zachary.  «  Just  wait  • 
Even  a  dad-blasted  worm  has  its  rights !  I  ain't  going 
to  insult  my  stomach  forever.  Just  wait!  I  saw  that 
Dutch  cook  of  the  Andrews's  .  .  .  what's  her 
name?     .     .     . " 

"Lena.     What  of  her?" 

"  I  saw  her  strolling  about  in  the  pasture  back  of 
the  barracks  this  afternoon,  picking  wild  flowers.  S' 
help  mc,  I'm  going  to  pick  a  big  bouquet  and  lay 
for  her  and  throw  myself  on  her  mercy.  I'll  bet  you 
she'll  bring  me  something  fit  for  a  white  man  to 
cut ! " 

"  Well,  it's  your  own  funeral  if  you  do,  not  mine," 
said  Randall,  who  was  feeling  a  little  hurt.  "I've 
done  the  best  I  could.  But  let  me  tell  you,  Zack, 
you've  been  too  free  at  showing  yourself  already.  One' 
man  in  town  has  seen  you." 

"  Who',  that?  "  cried  the  fugitive,  dropping  the  can 
of  tomatoes  m  his  agitation. 

"  Sam  Uiggs.  As  luck  would  have  it,  though,  he 
mistook  you  for  me." 

"  Sam  Kiggs  saw  me?  "  Zachary  gave  a  grunt  of 
surprise,  and  stooped  to  pick  up  the  can.  "  Well,  I 
saw  Sam  Riggs  too!  And  I  saw  the  other  fellow! 
I  reckon  he  don't  know  that ! " 

What  do  you  i.ioan?"  Randall  asked. 
There's  some  queer  things  going  on  around  that 
old  barracks,  Randy.     About  an  hour  ago,  Sam  Riggs 
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came  sneaking  up  behind  the  hedge  and  went  around 
back  of  the  building.  And  pretty  soon  another  fel- 
ler, in  a  brov.'w  derby  hat,  with  the  dunidest  longest 
nose  that  ever  sucked  wind,  comes  up  the  road  from 
Lytle  Junction  on  a  sorrel  pony,  gets  off  his  mount 
down  yonder,  ties  it  in  among  those  saplings  where  it 
can't  be  seen  from  the  road,  and  then  joins  Sam  Iliggs. 
They  sit  down  on  the  well-curb  side  by  side  with  their 
heads  close  together,  and  talk  for  fifteen  minutes  or 
so,  almost  in  whispers." 

"  You're  not  stringing  me,  you  rascal .''  "  said  Ran- 
dall suspiciously. 

*'  S'  help  me,  it's  the  honest  truth ! " 

"What  became  of  the  man.'"' 

"  When  they  split  up,  long  nose  went  in  among  the 
sa^  .  igs  and  got  his  pony  and  rode  back  towards 
Lytic.  Sam  Higgs  started  for  town  then,  keeping 
along  behind  the  hedge.  I  sneaked  out  of  the  build- 
ing after  they  were  gone,  and  watched  them.  I  reckon 
that's  how  Sam  Iliggs  saw  me  cross  the  road." 

"  Well,  this  is  too  deep  for  me  to  touch  bottom," 
Uandall  slowly  remarked,  after  a  long  and  frowning 
p.uise.  "  It's  none  of  our  business  anyhow.  But  I 
must  get  up  to  the  house  for  supper.  Good-night, 
Zack.      Sweet  dreams." 

For  answer  the  fugitive  lifted  his  can  of  beans  aloft 
in  an  attitude  of  tragic  despair,  as  he  vanished  through 
an  aperture  in  the  hedge. 


It  was  perhaps  an  liour  later  tliat  Randall,  starting 
out  of  doors  to  smoke  a  postprandial  cigar,  was  inter- 


lipi 


14S 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


I  ) 


!  •  I 


h 
I 


'i 


?- 


Hii: 


I  'I 

h    I 


cepted  in  the  front  hall  by  Dr.  Moregraves,  who  dic- 
tatoriallj  summoned  him  into  his  room. 

As  the  doctor's  age  made  it  difficult  for  him  to  climb 
stairs,  he  had  been  provided  a  bedroom  on  the  ground 
floor,  and  it  was  into  this  apartment  that  he  now 
ushered  the  prodigal.  Moregravcs's  palsied  fingers 
turned  up  the  wick  of  the  student-lamp  which  had  been 
left  burning  on  a  wide  flat-top  desk;  and  at  the  sauie 
time  he  motioned  to  the  young  man  to  shut  the  door. 
The  place  vas  a  curious  storehouse  of  relics  and 
scientific  collections  which  the  old  gentleman  had 
amassed ;  one  wall  was  covered  with  shelves  of  medical 
works,  pamphlets,  and  papers;  and  another  wall  was 
given  up  to  an  assortment  of  bugs,  beetles,  and  flies, 
each  neatly  skewered  to  a  white  card  and  labelled. 

Tossing  a  microscope  into  a  pile  of  papers,  the  doc- 
tor commanded  Randall  to  sit  down,  and  himself  sat 
down  behind  the  desk. 

"  Candour,"  said  he  deliberately,  like  one  who  makes 
a  set  speech  which  he  has  prepared,  "  candour  Is  a  foun- 
tain from  which  not  a  drop  flows  that  may  not  be  used 
to  cure  some  ill.  You  have  reflected  on — er— what  was 
said  t'other  evening?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  repHed  Randall,  who  had  been  awaiting 
the  question. 

'^  And  your  decision,  eh.?— to  consult  old  Moregraves 
—like  your  father  and  grandfather  before  you.?  " 

"  Forgive  me,  doctor.  I'm  not  blind  to  your  good- 
ness, but  my  decision  is  the  contrary.** 

"  Eh  ?      What's  that  ?      What's  that  ?      Take  care. 
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"  I'm  sorry  to  provoke  you."  The  young  man  got 
red  and  spoke  with  some  effort,  twiddUng  his  thumbs. 
"  But  I  mean  to  extricate  myself  hereafter  from  the 
consequences  of  my  own  sins  or  follies  without  appeal- 
ing to  my  father  or  family.  I've  been  a  weakling  too 
long.  If  I  have  been  given  bruins,  it's  time  I  used 
them ! " 

The  physician  sat  looking  at  him  steadily  for  several 
moments. 

"  Brains.^  "  he  said  severely  at  last.  "  Yes,  you  havo 
brains.  But  brains  are  the  mere  soil  of  life;  and  from 
the  same  soil  the  noblest  flower  or  the  vilest  weed  may 
spring.  It's  all  in  what  you  let  take  root  there."  He 
folded  his  arms  on  the  desk  and  craned  his  neck  a  little 
forward,  contracting  his  snowy  eyebrows  to  get  a 
clearer  view  of  the  prodigal.  "What  you  have  got 
rooted  there,"  he  demanded  of  a  sudden  in  a  sharp 
voice,  "  is  it  honest.'*     Ha?  " 

Randall's  face  went  from  red  to  white,  and  with  an 
angered  gesture  he  partly  rose  from  his  chair. 

"I  don't  see  what  right  you  have  to  call  my  honesty 
into  question,"  he  cried  ;  and  then  laughed  it  off.  "  Oh, 
I  guess  I'm  as  honest  as  the  general  run." 

"  Pooh,  claptrap,"  sneered  Morcgravcs,  mumbling 
something  to  himself  and  fumbling  in  his  pockets  for 
a  key,  while  he  pulled  at  one  of  the  small  side-drawers 
of  the  desk. 

At  that  Randall  supposed  the  interview  at  an  end. 
He  started  to  leave  the  room ;  but  Moregraves  imperi- 
ously beckoned  him  to  rer.'.ain.  He  stood  still  then- 
fore  until  the  old  gentleman,  after  feebly  prodding  a 
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key  at  the  keyhole  of  the  drawer  for  quite  a  while,  suc- 
ceeded in  unlocking  and  opening  it. 

"Now  then,"  muttered  the  doctor  as  he  felt  care- 
fully inside  the  drawer  and  withdrew  his  hand.  "  Now 
then.  This  lordly  attitude  of  contempt  you  display — 
hm,  ha — for  the  advice  of  your  elders.     ..." 

"  Sir!"  exclaimed  the  young  man,  goaded  into  pro- 
test. 

"Perhaps  you  feel  better  prepared  to  express  my 
thoughts?"  said  Morogravcs  with  such  an  ironical  air 
of  deference  that  Randall  stammered  an  apology.  "  I 
resume,"  continued  the  doctor,  "where  I  was  inter- 
rupted. Since  you  have  passed  the  formative  stage 
and  car  no  longer  profit  by  my  advice,— ha— it  is  time 
I  carried  out  a  long  delayed  purpose."  He  fumbled  in- 
side the  open  drawer  again.  "  It  had  long  been  my 
plan  to  present  you,  on  your  twenty-first  birthday, 
with  a  gift  of  one  thousand  dollars.  The  day  I  drew 
that  sum  from  the  bank,  news  reached  Beulah  of — uh — 
tliat  Boston  escapade  of  yours — you  know  which — 
the — uh — Howard  Athencum.     ..." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  exclaimed  Randall,  eager  to  defend  him- 
self, "but  it     .      .      .» 

"Will  you  allow  me,  ha?  I  immediately— sus- 
pended the  gift.  Not  wishing  to  oil  the  fire  of  your 
reckless  career,  I— hm— waited  till  you  should  learn 
how  to  conduct  yourself.  That  time,  I  perceive,  has 
come.  Your  education  is — hm — so  complete,  that  you 
cannot  evcn~ha — use  my  advice.  And  here,  sir,  is 
your  delayed  birthday  gift, — ha." 

The  old  gentleman  suddenly  flung  out  of  the  drawer 
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and  upon  the  desk  a  heavy  jingling  cloth  bag  that 
burst.  Several  gold  coins  spun,  glinted,  and  rolled 
among  the  littered  papers,  and  one  fell  on  the  carpet. 
For  almost  a  minute  Randall  stood  staring  at  the 
bag  with  a  very  white  face,  while  the  doctor  kept  eyeing 
him  across  the  lamp,  half-snccring,  half-anxious. 

"  You'd  better  put  it  where  it'll  be  safe,"  muttered 
Morcgraves  at  last,  rising  as  though  the  whole  matter 
was  ended. 

But  Randall  stooped  to  pick  up  the  fallen  coin,  and 
brushing  all  the  scattered  gold  pieces  together  except 
one,  restored  them  to  the  hjig.  His  face  luul  remained 
as  colourless  as  paper  all  this  time,  and  whin  he  spoke, 
his  voice  was  so  husky  as  to  be  almost  inaudible. 

"  Doctor,  I  can  only  say,  God  bless  you ! "  said  1h\ 
"  You're  the  salt  of  the  earth.  They  don't  make  them 
like  you  nowadays  ; — the  mould  has  been  broken."  And 
here  he  leaned  across  the  dosk,  and  with  a  trembling 
hand  dropped  the  sack  into  the  drawer.  "  But  I'm 
not  so  thick-skulled  as  you  thought,  doctor.  I  .  .  . 
I  can't  take  this.  ...  It  would  give  the  lie  to 
all  I've  said !  " 

"Thick-skulled?"  sneered  Moregraves,  thoroughly 
exasperated.  "Thick-skulled.''  Why,  you're  an  im- 
becile! Do  you  insult  me  by  refusing  my  money, 
ha?" 

Randall  smiled  a  pale  smile,  and  shook  his  head.  He 
held  up  the  one  coin  he  had  retained. 

"  You  can't  say  that,  for  I'm  keeping  this  as  a  keep- 


sake.    But 


but   I   think    I    understand,  doc- 


tor.    You've  found  out.     I  don't  know  how. 
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Only  ,t  mustn't  make  any  difference  in  what  I  mean  to 
do.  I've  chosen  my  path— whether  for  good  or  evil^ 
and  I  mean  to  follow  it      ...      to  the  end." 

And  as  he  said  this  and  rushed  out  of  doors,  leaving 
the  old  physician  muttering  and  shaking  in  his  chair, 
little  Juha  in  the  other  part  of  the  house  began  tJ 
tnflc  w.th  some  fitful  fantastic  dance-music  on  her 
piano;  and  the  light  notes  rippled  through  the  hall  and 
out  mto  the  great  void  of  night  like  mirtli  of  elvish 
raillery  at  the  errors  of  men. 
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THURSDAY  morning  Judge  Trench  sent  Randall 
down  to  Squire  Jenkins  to  get  a  certified  copy 
of  a  judgment  to  be  docketed  in  the  common 
pleas ;  and  the  law  student  on  his  way  back  stopped  in 
at  Hans  Joquet's  shop  to  ascertain  how  the  panel  for 
the  photograph  was  progressing.  It  was  about  eleven 
o'clock.  The  July  day  was  sweltering  hot,  though  a 
disheartened  breeze  trickled  through  the  interlaced 
boughs  overhead.  Few  pedestrians  were  stirring  on 
the  sidewalks  of  Main  Street. 

Forsaken  of  custom,  Joquet's  stuffy  little  shop  stood 
with  its  street-door  wide  open  on  account  of  the  heat. 
Randall  entered  and  walked  straight  back  along  the 
row  of  glass  cases  to  the  rear.  A  quiet  sound  crept  from 
behind  the  curtain — the  sound  of  someone  humming 
with  closed  mouth  a  plaintive  minor  strain.  But  as  he 
reached  the  curtain  and  his  hand  pushing  it  aside  rat- 
tled the  bamboo-splits,  the  humming  instantly  ceased. 
He  just  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  white-bearded  face  at 
the  doorway  of  the  living-room  behind  the  shop,  when 
the  door  was  hurriedly  but  noiselessly  swung  to. 

The  chubby  proprietor  of  the  shop  was  discovered 
behind  the  curtain,  sunk  into  a  nap  before  a  broken 
plaster-of-paris  image  of  Buddha,  which  the  glue-pot 
in  his  hand  and  the  apron  about  his  waist  testified  he 
li.-ui  been  about  to  mend. 
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"What's  this!"  said  Randall,  shaking  him  by  the 
shoulder.  "  Seeking  Nirvana  at  the  shrine  of  Buddha? 
Wake  up,  Hans !     Wake  up,  old  man  !— 

'He  is  one  with  Life 
Yet  lives  not.  He  is  blest,  ceasing  to  be.*" 

And  he  shook  him  again. 

It  was  a  sound  sleep.  Joquet's  head  had  settled  to 
one  side,  his  pointed  black  beard  lying  on  his  breast 
and  his  chest  heaving  up  in  long  stertorous  breathing. 
At  the  first  shake  he  babbled  in  his  sleep  some  words  in 
a  strange  harsh  tongue  which  the  hearer  could  not  iden- 
tify with  any  of  the  languages  of  Western  Europe.  At 
the  second  shake  Joquet's  black  eyes  fell  open  in  a 
dazod  wild  stare,  showing  that  lik?  many  others  he  was 
slow  to  rally  his  wits  on  first  awaking;  and  he  mut- 
tered once,  "  Alle  Teufel!  Was  soil  das!  "  Next  in- 
stant he  ha<l  leaped  up,  however,  crying  out  something 
in  the  strange  harsh  language  he  had  used  in  his  sleep. 
He  snatched  a  small  oramented  knife  or  dagger  of  for- 
eign look  from  the  bosom  of  his  shirt.  He  seemed 
about  to  hurl  himself  on  the  intruder,  to  prevent  his 
entering  the  room  behind. 

Randall   laid   hands   on   the  piaster-of-paris   image, 
and  prepared  to  defend  himself  with  Buddha  as  a  club. 
"  What  in  thunder  ails  you,  Hans?  "  said  he,  aston- 
ished. 

The  little  foreigner  brushed  his  fingers  confusedly 
over  his  eyes.  "  Pardonnez  moi! "  said  he  much 
abashed,  hastening  to  conceal  the  knife  while  he  bent 
i.     T  to  pick  up  the  fallen  glue-pot.     "  It  is  inexcusable 
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meestake!  I.  ..I.  ..!..•  will  ex- 
plain. It  is  bad  dreams !  It  is  from  the  stomach !  I 
have  the  indigestion.  Often  I  dream  I  am  beset  by 
enemies.     It  is  all  so  foolish !  " 

"  Your  dreams  are  pretty  vivid,  old  fellow." 

"  Yes,  yes ; — it  is  but  the  indigestion.  I  have  fear 
in  my  sleep.     I  fear  evil  visions," 

"  Hmp!  And  you  carry  a  knife  to  fight  off  the  vis- 
ions, eh?  "  asked  Randall  with  a  laugh.  When  he  saw 
the  other's  reddened  embarrassed  visage,  however,  he 
patted  him  on  the  back.  "  All  right,  Hans.  None  of 
my  business  anyhow.  I  don't  want  to  stick  my  nose 
into  your  dreams — nor  your  back  room  there.  I  just 
came  to  find  out  about  the  photo." 

At  once  the  shopkeeper  ran  to  a  drawer  which  was  in 
a  counter  at  the  front  part  of  the  shop,  and  Randall 
followed  him. 

"  Behold,  it  is  soon  complete ! "  cried  Joquet,  having 
recovered  much  of  his  usual  inscrutable  airiness  of  man- 
ner; and  he  handed  over  the  counter  Beth's  photograph 
mounted  on  an  ivory  panel  on  which  some  dainty  fili- 
gree had  been  worked  and  more  designed.  *'  You  now 
see  the  whole  plan.     Confidently  I  await  your  verdict." 

The  work  had  indeed  been  artistically  done,  and  the 
ivory  frame  with  its  edging  of  gold  thread  set  off  well 
the  girl's  noble  type  of  beauty.  In  her  white  gradua- 
tion gown,  holding  in  both  hands  a  huge  bouquet  of 
jonquils,  she  stood  smiling  out  of  the  oval  aperture. 
Randall  was  silent,  and  looked  at  it  a  long  while. 

"See!"  exclaimed  the  shopkeeper,  striking  an  atti- 
tude of  admiration  before  his  own  w^ork,  a  hand  on  his 
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heurt.  "  By  the  girdle  of  Venus,  it  is  exactly  right ! 
Quiet  but  rich  of  tone, — the  accompaniment  to  a  sere- 
nude  of  love!  '• 

But  Randal)  found  fault  with  the  embellishment. 
There  was  too  much  filigree.  And  as  this,  being  Jo- 
(luct's  own  particular  invention,  was  his  special  pride, 
ihe  original  controversy  on  art  was  reopened.  Both 
sides  grew  warm.  Finally,  as  luck  would  have  it,  they 
left  the  photograph  and  the  disputed  work  lying  on  the 
glass-case,  and  adjourned  to  the  rear,  where  Randall 
took  tt  pencil  and  rapidly  sketched  on  a  sheet  of  paper 
the  design  which  he  believed  more  suitable. 

He  was  in  the  midst  of  this  task,  and  Joquet's 
heavenward  gesticulations  and  fire  of  ridicule  were  mak- 
ing him  laugh, — when  a  noise  at  the  street-door  an- 
nounced Hie  entrance  of  customers.  Too  engrossed  in 
their  argument,  they  paid  small  heed  to  this  at  first. 

Suddenly  they  heard  a  voice; — and  thereupon  both 
swallowed  their  words  and  looked  at  one  another  in 
mute  dismay.  The  voice  was  low,  clear,  and  musical, 
and  it  was  pronouncing  their  doom.     It  said : 

"  Why,  aunty,  what  a  beautiful  panel  that  is  on  the 
counter!  Let's  see  whose  it  can  be!"  Then,  after  a 
perceptible  pause,  in  a  raised  totie  of  astonishment, 
"  Why  ! "     And  then  a  portentous  silence. 

Behind  the  bamboo  curtain  the  two  recent  debaters 
accused  one  another  in  whispers  of  having  left  the  pho- 
tograph thus  exposed  to  public  view. 

"  Aunt  Parthy !  "  said  the  dear  voice  again.  "  This 
is  mine!     It's  the  picture  I  lost!  " 

"Or  one  resembling  it,  my  dear,"  the  hypocritical 
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Miss  Parthciiia  was  heard  to  answer  like  a  person  much 
amazed.  Whatever  hud  been  the  uunt'8  original  in- 
sidious scheme  regarding  the  phulugruph,  she  was  quick 
to  use  the  presented  opportunity.  "This  requires 
some  h)oking  into." 

Ranihill  thrust  his  hnn<ls  deep  down  into  his  trouser- 
pockets,  puckered  his  Ups  to  u  soundless  whistle,  and 
nodded  hi.-,  head  loliberately  up  and  down.  He  began 
to  realise  the  full  extent  of  the  predicament.  Mean- 
while, .lo'juet,  in  a  ^reat  state  of  excitement,  was  shrug- 
ging his  shoulders  and  twitching  his  moustache. 

"  It  is — it  must  be  the  lost  one !  There  were  only 
half  a  dozen  in  all.  Five  I  gave  to  classmates, — and 
not  one  lives  nearer  than  Pennsylvania.  So  there! 
How  can  it  be  any  but  the  lost  one!" 

"The  deuce  is  in  it!"  remarked  the  poetess.  "It 
sounds  probable,  but  don't  jump  at  conclusions,  Beth. 
A  person  never  loses  by  asking  questions." 

"Yes;  I  mean  to  have  an  explanation  of  this!"  de- 
clared the  beauty  of  Beulah  in  ringing  tones.  "  Where 
is  Mr.  Joquet.''     I'm  going  to  see  if  he's  back  here! " 

Behind  the  bamboo-curtain  panic  reigned,  as  Beth's 
quick  foot  and  rustling  skirt  drew  near.  Hans  Jo- 
([iwt's  waxed  moustaches  were  agitated  like  diminutive 
pump-handles ;  he  glared  wildly  at  the  door  behind  him, 
and  plainly  contemplated  flight.  But  Randall,  per- 
ceiving this,  acted  on  that  impulse  which  is  the  first 
law  of  nature.  To  prevent  his  own  exposure  he  grasped 
the  cosmopolitan  by  the  shoulders,  and  s-^'  ung  him 
around  towards  the  curtain. 

"  'Twas  your  fault  that  was  left  on   ihe  case,"  he 
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hissed  in  .loquet's  ear,  "  nrul  you've  ffot  to  square  it ! 
IJclruy  me,  and  I'll  have  your  heart's  blood!"  With 
that  he  gave  him  a  shove  that  sent  him  flying  out  into 
the  store  as  though  shot  Iroin  a  catapult. 

"  Oh,  here  you  are!  "  exclaimed  Ikth,  avoiding  a  col- 
lision.    "  I  was  hunting  for  you." 

Jociuet  was  bankrupt  of  words;  lu-  could  only  bow. 
But  he  did  this  repeatedly,  and  with  his  hand  on  hi-* 
breast. 

"That  photo,"  said  the  young  lady,  "which  you 
have  framed  and  put  on  your  show-case, — may  I  ask 
how  you  came  by  it.?  " 

"Ah,  yes,  yes!  The  photograph!  To  be  sure, 
mees!"  The  shopkeeper  rubbed  his  palmr,  as  if  with 
sudden  comprehension.  "To  be  sure!  Is  it  not  ex- 
cjuisito?"  On  his  lips  were  smiles,  and  in  his  heart 
quakings. 

"  How  did  you  come  by  It?" 

"Pardon,  mees!  Bohold  how  intricate  is  the  Eng- 
lish tongue!— how  full  of  pitfalls  for  him  of  foreign 
birth !  F'or  many  years  now  have  I  studied  your  noble 
tongue,  and  still  it  is  so  full  of  mysteries !  " 

"Is  not  my  question  plain  enough.?"  cried  she. 
"  Can  you  not  answer.?  " 

"Ah,  to  be  sure!     You  refer,  mees,  to     .     .     ." 
"To   this   photograph,"   suid   the   inexorable   Beth. 
"  How  did  you  come  by  it?  " 

The  little  shopkeeper  had  meanwhile  contrived  to  put 
the  counter  between  him  and  the  swore  young  lady  with 
the  flashing  grey  eyes.  It  gave  him  a  trifle  more  of 
assurance. 
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"  Conip  to  buy  it?"  ropoatcd  lie,  purposolj'  or  inno- 
cently mistaking  her  words.  "  ^'ou  huve  been  ineonin- 
fonned,  niccs.     I  did  not  come  to  buy  it.** 

"  How  did  it  get  into  ycur  possession?  ** 

•*  It  was  left  here,  inees,— left  to  bo  framed ; — and 
both  you  nnd  madanie  your  esteemed  aunt,*'  he  bowed 
his  dumpy  person  elaborately  over  the  counter  to  Miss 
rjirthinia,  who  remained  in  the  backgroun*!,  "  must  ob- 
serve, I  have  spared  not  pains.  Behold  the  arrange- 
inent  of  this — Drahtarbeit — la  fUigrane — what  you  call 
it? — is  it  not  superb?  And  here,  where  the  little  loaf 
of  the  oak  adorns  the  corner, — would  madame  express 
an  opinion?  Is  it  in  harmony?  Is  it — what  is  the 
word?— artistic?     Yes?     No?" 

**  Perfectly,'*  answered  the  poetess  in  a  dry  disinter- 
ested tone  which  indicated  a  wish  not  to  be  drawn  into 
the  conversation. 

"  Pardon  me,  Mr.  Joquet,"  said  Beth.  "  Are  you 
trying  to  avoid  answering  a  plain  question?  Will 
you  please  tell  me  who  left  that  photograph 
hero?" 

"  Ah,  mces,  but  that  is  ^uite  another  question ! " 
criod  Joquet,  on  whose  brow  bends  of  perspiration  were 
hoginning  to  appear  thickly.  "  You  did  not  ask  it  be- 
foro !     No,  no !  " 

"  I  ask  it  now,  sir." 

Joquet  stole  a  hurried  sidelong  squint  at  the  rear, 
whore  he  saw  a  clencheil  fist  poke  itself  out  from  behind 
the  bamboo-curtain  and  shake  itself  at  him.  He  wrung 
his  hands,  but  evidently  decided  it  was  safer  to  fall 
from  a  window  than  from  a  roof. 
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"Ah,  luccs,  forgive  me!  It  is  not  in  my  power  to 
untiwer  you !  '* 

"Not  in  your  powar!"     Beth  drew  herself  up  very 
straight,  and  her  scornful  eyes  made  the  shopkeeper^ 
quail.     "  Do  you  mean  that  you  do  not  know  who  the 
person  was?  " 

"Ah,  yes,  I  know  him!  But  he  .  .  .  but 
he     .     .     ." 

"  So  it  is  a  man !  Aunt  Parthy,  you  hear  that?  A 
man !     With  my  photo !  " 

"  But  he  has  pledged  me  to  secrecy,  mces !  And  I 
— I,  Hans  Joquet,  gentleman  by  birth,  shopkeeper  by 
hard  fate, — I  cannot  break  my  word!  I  cannot  stain 
the  honour  of  him  who  is  here  known  as  Hans  Joquet! 
I  must  even  bear  your  displeasure!  Voila  tout!"  And 
he  shrugged  his  shoulders  repeatedly. 

"  You  refuse  to  tell  me  the  name  of  the  man  who  pos- 
sessed himself  of  my  lost  photo?" 

"  Ah,  I  am  desolated !  How  harshly  you  interpret ! 
I  could  drown  myself  in  a  glass  of  water!  But  what 
can  I  do?  He  has  sworn  me  to  secrecy  at  the  shrine  of 
Venus ! " 

Both's  cheeks  flamed  scarlet.  She  tapped  her  foot 
nervously  on  the  floor,  while  Miss  Parthenia  abruptly 
turned  away  and  looked  out  of  the  show-window  with 
her  back  twitching. 

"  Mr.  Joquet,  you  labour  under  a  mistake,"  said  Beth, 
as  soon  as  she  had  regained  her  voice.  "  This  photo- 
graph disappeared  from  my  room.  The  circumstances 
were  such  that  I  do  not  hesitate  to  say  it  was — stolen ! 
You  are  found  with  it  in  your  possession ! " 
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The     'ttlc  shopkeeper's   plump  olive  cheeks  turned 
grey  uiih  fright. 

"  Mon    dieu!  "    stammered     he.     "  Stolen !     Surely, 
mces,  you  do  not  accuse  me ! " 

"I  have  told  you  how  it  disappeared.  If  you  wish 
to  avoid  blame,  tell  me  who  brought  it  to  you." 

Whether  Hans  Joquct  would  so  far  have  weakened 
as  to  divulge  his  customer's  name  is  a  problem  which 
does  not  concern  this  narrative.  For  while  he  was 
twisting  his  moustaches  in  an  agony  of  doubt,  he  was 
rescued  from  the  dilemma.  Randall  Harris  had  decided 
that  things  had  taken  too  serious  a  turn,  and  that  it 
was  time  he  laid  the  responsibility  where  it  belonged, 
namely,  at  the  door  of  the  poetess.  Indeed  he  was  as- 
tonished that  Miss  Parthenia  had  not  been  magnani- 
mous enough  to  disclose  her  guilt  before.  Accordingly 
he  emerged  from  behind  the  bamboo-curtain  tolerably 
red  of  face,  and  wt  '\ed  straight  up  to  Beth,  hat  in 
hand. 

"  I'll  relieve  Hans  Joquet  of  the  onus  of  this  terrible 
crime,"  said  he.  "  It  was  I  who  brought  him  your  pho- 
tograph, Miss  Andrews." 

Beth  stepped  back  in  a  kind  of  panic  of  bewilder- 
ment. 

"  You !     You  !  "  she  stammered. 

The  young  man  bowed.  Under  the  circumstances, 
he  did  it  well. 

"  And  how  could  you  get  hold  of  my  picture?  " 

"  The  man.ier  in  which  it  came  into  my  possession,'* 
he  bravely  began; — but  looking  up  he  caught  Miss 
Parthenia's  eye,  and  she  made  him  an  angry  signal  be- 
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hind  her  niece's  back  to  warn  him  of  his  promise  of 
serrccj.  He  frowned  at  her  steadily  and  indignantly, 
but  the  perfidious  poetess  showed  no  disposition  to  conic 
to  his  aid.  "  I  shall  be  glad  to  explain  how  it  came 
into  my  possession,"  he  began  again  less  confidently, 
still  demanding  with  his  eyes  permission  from  Miss  Par- 
thonia.  "  That  is  to  say,"  said  he,  mutely  begging  the 
poetess  again ;— "  I  must  first  have  a  moment's  private 
conversation  with  your  aunt,"  he  lamely  concludeil. 

But  when  Miss  Parthenia  had  followed  him  behind 
the  bamboo-curtain,  she  calmly  and  firmly  refused  to 
release  him  from  his  obligation  of  silence. 

"Why  should  I  suffer  for  your  criminal  negli- 
gence?" she  inquired  with  great  plausibility.  "Was 
it  my  fault  that  the  picture  was  exposed  where  Beth 
could  not  fail  to  find  it?  Did  I  not  particularly  cau- 
tion you.?  Where  the  blame  lies, — there  let  the  axe 
fall ! " 

"But  just  see  what  a  thundering  fix  it  leaves  mc 
in  !  **  whispered  the  wretched  young  man. 

"  No  worse  than  you  deserve  for  your  carelessness," 
she  unyieldingly  replied. 

"  How  can  I  ever  explain  it  now?  " 

The  poetess  fixed  upon  him  a  steady  signif-'ant  gaze, 
and  a  grim  smile  touched  the  comers  of  lier  mouth. 

"  Young  man,"  said  she,  "  you're  sturlyiiig  law.  In 
all  the  law-books  do  you  find  it  anywhere  written  that 
adtiiirntion  is  an  indictable  offence?  On  the  contrary, 
as  a  covering  for  sins  it  is  a  garment  of  a  much  wider 
cut  even  tlmn  charity."  She  reflected  a  moment,  and 
suddenly  reached  into  her  wrist-bag  for  the  new  note- 
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book  she  was  carrying.     "  Come ;  that's  better  than  I 
thought,"  said  she ;  *'  I'll  put  it  down." 

"  Your  advice  may  be  wholesome,"  muttered  Randall 
crossly,  while  she  was  writing;  *'  but  it's  a  comfort  that 
tastes  like  cold  oatmeal.  I'm  quite  willing  to  commit 
admiration.  Still,  that  doesn't  explain  how  I  got  hold 
of  her  photo." 

"  Hmp !  I  should  think  a  lawyer  would  know  the 
vjiiue  of  procrastination  without  needing  an  old  maid 
to  tell  him.  It's  the  soul  of  luck — sometimes.  Ask  my 
niece  to  allow  you  to  defer  your  explanation  Hll  this 
evening.  If  you,  with  your  brains,  can't  think  up  a 
good  one  meantime,  let  me  know; — perhaps  I'll  send 
you  one.  But  remember,  Randy ; — I  don't  release  you 
from  your  promise." 

Corking  her  fountain-pen  and  slipping  the  notebook 
into  the  bag.  Miss  Parthenia  returned  to  the  front  of 
the  store. 

"  Beth,  Randy  has  talked  very  frankly  to  me  about 
this  matter,"  said  she  with  a  benignant  air  of  pro- 
tection which  struck  Randall  as  the  ultimate  of  subtle 
treachery;  "and  I  think  it  would  be  much  better  for 
both  of  you  if  you  permit  him  to  postpone  his — defence 
until  this  evening.  He  wishes  to  call  on  you  this  even- 
ing for  that  purpose." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Beth,  her  eyes  darting  from  one  to 
the  other.     "  I  shall  look  for  you,  sir,  this  evening." 

"  I  •shall  be  there  without  fail,"  Randall  answered. 

He  clapped  on  his  hat  and  hastened  forth  from  that 
unlucky  spot  just  as  the  tannery  whistle  was  blowing 
the  noon  signal  of  rest. 


158 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


-  i-iRi 


It  was  not  yet  one  o'clock  when  Randall  ^^ot  buck  to 
the  office  from  iiis  miuday  meal;  but  .Judfre  Trench  was 
already  there,  and  suiiiiiioned  him  (o  the  inner  office  to 
aid  in  preparing  citations  lor  an  important  brief.  The 
two  were  closeted  together  over  this  work  for  upwards 
of  an  hour. 

Shortly  after  Randall,  Napoleon  Nickcll  came  up- 
stairs from  his  lunch,  and  dismissed  little  Ta^  Ilihbard 
in  turn,  for  the  mulatto  watched  the  office  whilu  the 
others  were  out. 

When  Tag  Hibbard  returned  at  half-j)ast  one 
o'clock,  the  judge  and  Randall  were  still  together  in 
the  private  room,  and  Xickell  was  alone  in  the  outer 
office. 

"  What  you  got  there.?  "  demanded  Nu-kell,  spying? 
a  folded  paper  in  Tag's  grimy  hand. 

"  It's  a  note  what  Hans  Joquct  give  mc  fo'  Misto' 
Randy  Harris,"  said  Tag.  "  He  called  me  over  while 
I  wus  a-p«ssin'  by." 

'*  Rule  eight,"  whispered  the  amateur  dctcctivo  to 
himself  with  his  finger  beside  hjs  nose,  "  Rule  ei'^ht : — 
'Suspect  everijthinfr.'  Naught  escapes  the  eagle  cvo. 
Tag,  gi'  me  that  note!" 

"  But  I  wusn't  to  show  it  to  nobody,"  protested  tin 
mulatto,  putting  the  paper  behind  him. 

Nickell  springing  'rom  his  chair  pounced  on  the  hoy 
as  a  cat  on  a  mouse. 

"  The  very  reason,  blockhead,  why  the  Local  Repre- 
sentative   of    the    National    ("orre>,pondenee    I)etecti\ 
Bureau  should  see  it!      Yell,  and   I'll  .jail  you   fo--  life! 
You  see  this  badge?     Let  loose  of  it,  I  say,  or  I'll  hand 
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you  over  fop  resisting  an  officer !  "  The  paralysing  ef- 
fect of  this  terrible  threat  enabled  him  to  possess  him- 
self of  the  note;  and  first  making  sure  that  the  com- 
municating door  hid  him  from  the  occupants  of  the  in- 
ner office,  he  hastily  scanned  the  message. 


"  Mr.  Randall  Hamib, 

"  ifott  I].itremed  Sir — With  profoundcst  abasement  and  a  thou- 
sand apologies  I  deplore  the  affair  of  the  knife  this  morning, 
when,  having  deemed  myself  to  have  been  betrayed  and  my  secret 
in  the  hands  of  those  I  fear,  I  in  bewilderment  attacl<ed  you. 
Since  that  hour  the  doubt  strengthens  itself  that  perhaps  you 
might  (irr)p  words  that  could  do  irreparable  harm.  I  beg  of 
you  silence.  That  you  will  pardon  the  act  of  slumber's  confu- 
sion, and  will  pass  no  word  around  of  it  nor  of  what  else  you 
may  knous  is  the  earnest  prayer  of  him  who  signs  himself  an 
insolvent  debtor  of  your  magnanimity. 

"  Hams  Joquet." 


to 


"  Aha !  "  hissed  the  amateur  detective.  "  I  more 
than  half  suspicioncd  it!  This  reckless  daredevil  of  a 
Hundull  Harris  is  allied  with  those  criminals  whom  it 
is  the  duty  of  Napoleon  Mickell  to  drag  to  the  bar  of 
justice!  I  thought  it  strange  how  he  acted  Tuesdiiy 
morning,  wl  n  I  hinted  about  Sam  Riggs!  Have  a 
care,  Randy  Harris!  Have  a  cure!  The  Mysterious 
Quantity  is  on  your  trail!'*  And  he  shook  his  fist  ex- 
ultantly at  the  inner  office. 

When  tfic  telltale  note  had  finally  been  delivered  to 
Rand  ill,  he  smiled  on  perusing  it. 

"■  The  f)oor  dago  is  scared  to  death  for  fear  I'll  blow 
on  him.''  said  he  to  himself.  "  I've  got  too  much  trouble 
of  my  own  to  make  it  for  other  people.     Still,  I'd  give 
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a  dollar  to  know  if  that  wasn't  that  same  old  white- 
bearded  man  I  passed  on  the  road  Monday  night ! " 

During  the  afternoon  Randall's  preparation  for  his 
bar  examinations  made  but  slow  headway.  It  was  not 
only  one  of  those  sultry  July  days  when  business  yawns 
and  puts  its  feet  on  the  desk,  but  the  law  student  had 
much  besides  heat  to  distract  his  thoughts.  He  shifted 
about  in  his  chair,  muttering  imprecations  when  he 
thought  of  the  impending  interview  with  Beth  Andrews, 
as  well  as  other  unpleasant  prospects  ahead.  The  idea 
never  occurred  to  him — and  perhaps  if  it  had  it  would 
only  have  amused  him — that  Napoleon  Nickell  watched 
all  these  distress  signals  and  interpreted  them  as  con- 
firming his  theory,  and  that  the  protruding  fishy  optics 
of  the  small  mulatto  stared  out  at  liim  from  the  shadow 
of  the  stove. 

Five  o'clock  struck.  Judge  Trench  catnc  out  of  his 
private  room,  put  on  his  old  yellow  straw  hat,  bade  a 
mild  good-night  all  round,  and  went  lumbering  down- 
stairs. This  departure  was  Nickcll's  sign  for  pulling 
the  cover  over  his  typewriter;  and  ho  began  snorting 
and  bustling  about,  getting  ready  to  go.  Tag  Hib- 
bard  also  got  down  his  cap  from  a  hook. 

"  Tag,"  said  Randall,  looking  up  from  his  studies. 
"  VV^hcn  you  go  down  to  tlie  street,  I  wish  you'd  run 
around  the  comer  to  the  side  door  of  the  bank,  and 
knock.  If  Mr.  Sam  Riggs  is  there — as  he  will  be — 
tell  him  I'm  waiting  for  him  up  here.  Hold  on,  Tag. 
Hero's  a  dime.     Catch  !  " 

Napoleon  Nickell,  who  of  course  had  overheard  this 
request,  paused  in  his  own  preparations  for  leaving. 
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**  Are  you  going  to  stay  here?  "  he  demanded  in  the 
formal  but  aggressive  tone  which  he  thought  most 
suited  to  the  strained  rehitions  between  himsolf  and  the 
hiw  student.     '*  Don't  you  sec  I've  got  to  lock  up?  '* 

"  That's  all  right,  Nap,"  said  Ilandull  carelessly. 
"  Just  leave  the  key.     I'll  lock  up  when  I  go  out.'* 

"  Excuse  me,  Mister  Harris,"  retorted  NickcU  with 
immense  dignity,  swelling  his  chest ;  "  but  I'm  in  charge 
of  the  keys  of  this  here  domain, — not  you !  I'll  have  to 
stay  if  you  do."  And  he  made  as  tliough  to  hang  up 
his  hat  again. 

"  Sam  Riggs  and  I  have  a  private  matter  to  talk 
about." 

"Then  I'll  wait  in  the  judge's  private  room." 

"  Nor  there  cither,"  Randall  firmly  answered.  "  I'm 
casting  no  reflections  on  your  motives.  Old  Sleutli ;  but 
wo  both  know  what  a  farce  that  gla/cd  glass  partition 
is  at  blocking  sounds ;  and  Sam  and  I  have  special  rea- 
sons for  not  wishing  to  be  overheard." 

"  Mine  alone  shall  be  the  hand,  as  mine  the  duty,  to 
open  up  in  the  morning,"  stubhonily  declared  the  clerk. 
'*  How  can  I  do  that  if  you  ktcp  the  key?  " 

"  Nobody  wants  to  wrest  that  noble  duty  from  your 
fair  hand,  Nap.  I'll  leave  the  key  at  your  house  on  my 
way  home.     So  trot  along." 

With  this  Nickell  pretended  to  be  satisfied.  lie  was 
convinced,  however,  from  the  elaborate'  safeguards  of 
privacy,  that  some  deep  plot  was  hatcliing.  He  deter- 
mined to  return  after  the  cashier  had  entered  the  office, 
and  listen  at  the  keyhole. 

But  when  he  had  janmied  his  hat  over  his  eyes  and 
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stealthily  (to  the  utter  mystification  of  a  score  of  resi- 
dents nf  the  neighbourhood)  watched  the  Hank  Building 
from  around  the  next  corner  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
till  Sam  Riggs  went  upstairs,  and  had  followed  him  on 
tiptoe,  all  hi.s  caution  and  labour  winnowed  him  little 
grain.  Perhaps  suspecting  an  attempted  espial,  Ran- 
dall had  locked  the  outer  office-door,  and  he  and  the 
cashier  had  retired  into  the  inner  room,  whence  scarce 
an  occasional  mutter  of  low  voices  was  audible  to  one 
listening  at  the  keyhole. 
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DURING  the  few  minutes  that  Miss  Parthenia  and 
her  niece  remained  in  Joquet's  store  after  Ran- 
diill  Harris  had  K-ft,  the  girl  repressed  her  curi- 
osity because  of  the  presence  of  the  shopkeeper.  But 
no  sooner  had  her  foot  pressed  the  sidewalk  again,  than 
she  volleyed  questions  at  her  aunt.  Why  had  Randall 
consulted  Miss  Parthenia?  Why  had  they  gone  behind 
the  bamboo-curtain?  What  had  he  said  there?  Why 
must  the  explanation  be  deferred  till  evening?  Wasn't 
it  strange  that  the  person  most  entitled  to  know  about 
her  own  photo  must  be  kept  in  the  dark?  What  did  all 
this   mystery   mean,  anyhow? 

With  the  tried  courage  of  a  veteran  campaigner  of 
sewing-circles  Miss  Parthenia  faced  this  rapid  iiiul 
searching  Hre. 

"  I  don't  understand  these  modern  young  ladies," 
(lecl)ired  she,  grimly  shaking  her  head.  "  You  seem 
cursed  like  the  good  fairy  Melusina,  my  dear, — who  was 
coiiipelh'd  once  in  so  many  hours  to  assume  the  form  of 
u  sirpent !  Why  should  Randall  Harris's  appearance 
transform  you  quite  out  of  your  nature?  Much  fuss 
^nrls  would  luive  made  in  my  day  at  finding  their  pic- 
fiins  in  a  young  gentleman's  hands." 

*'  But— stolen !  *» 

"  Well,  if  an  obliging  young  gentleman  had  stolen 
one  of  Parthenia   Andrews's    homely    little    round    tin- 
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tvpos  somo  thirty  years  ajjo,  it  wtmhln't  linvo  hron  n 
Imii^in^  matter.  But  then,- -cvon  |>h«>to>^ruphy  Ims 
lutiiiiH'  the  urt  of  tluttiry  now!  Vcm,  I  sec  PiirtfienlH 
Ainlrews  losing  her  tnnper!'* 

This  talk  rather  abashed  Beth. 

"  I  didn't  lose  my  temper!  "  she  protested.  "But  of 
course  I  wanted  t.)  know!  And  that  it  should  have 
been  taken  by  him — of  all  others !  " 

"And  why  not  by  him?  Isn't  he  a  ^ntleman  at 
least?  Did  you  notice  his  manners,  evon  under  such  n 
trial?     They  were  perfect !  " 

"Oh,   manners!"   exclaimed    Beth    contemptuously, 
"  Manners  are  only  the  paint  on  the  pump — no  proof 
that  the  well  is  clean!" 

"  Well,  is  that  any  reason  for  blowing  such  a  tem- 
pest? "  her  aunt  insisted.  "  Isn't  his  admiration  allo'v- 
able  too?  Aren't  y.)u  letting  the  Turks  of  prejudice 
desolate  the  Holy  Lan<l  of  your  charity?  When  God 
gifts  a  woman  with  a  fair  face,  is  that  her  merit,  that 
she  may  rigl;tfully  <iisdain  the  adnnnition  of  the  hum- 
blest creature*  Kvery  weed  along  the  highway  of  life 
lias  a  honey  which  a  kind  heart  can  extract,  my  dear." 

'•You're  iiki-  Soer.ilcs,  Minify. — ynti  preach  by  ask- 
ing questions."  said  Beth,  and  smiled  for  the  first  time. 
''  liut  how  (lid  he  got  hold  of  it?  " 

"I Imp!  Sonje  young  women  got  so  learned  thev 
don't  know  how  to  take  a  compliment  ; — they  dissect  it ! 
It  comes  as  a  fragrant  flower  to  gladden  t!ie  heart. 
They  analyse  its  stnirtuic.  ftinctions ; — is  Hie  calvx 
monosepalous?— Plague  on  it!  What  are  these  schools 
bringing  us  to! " 
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They  were  entering  at  their  own   ^ftte  at  the  t 
MisH  Parthenia  pronounced  this  sentiment  with 
arclour  »ind  volubility;  and  Beth  listened  to  it  all 
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jxnHively  and  seriously  ;—only,  once  in  a  while  «lii- 
raisfd  her  eyes  and  scrutinised  her  aunt's  profile. 
Women  are  often  ^ood  actresses;  but  somu'Hiihn  tli.  v 
are  a  little  too  jjood.  IJith  had  no  sooiur  t'nt«ri«l 
the  house  and  shut  its  <loor  behind  her,  than  she 
cauKht  the  poetess  by  the  arms  and  compelled  her  to 
face  her. 

"  You  are  so  eloquent.  Aunt  Parthy,"  saiil  she,  giv- 
ing her  a  queer  dubious  look,  "  that  I  wondrr  if  you 
.  .  .  if  you  aren't  trying  to  draw  a  herring  across 
the  scent !  Do  you  know,  I  almost  ...  I  almost 
think  you  helpeil  him  get  that  picture!"  Then,  after 
a  pause,  "Did  you,  dear?"  And  suddenly  she  put 
her  anns  about  Miss  Parthenia's  nock  and  kissed  her. 
• 

When  in  the  dusk  of  evening  Han<lall  Harris  came 
down  Main  Street  past  Joquot's  sli  ip  and  past  the 
church  and  parsonage,  and  unlatched  the  gate  of  the 
somhrt-  old  Uloodgood  mansion,  he  was  whistling  "  King 
Charli-s"  in  a  brisk  «lieerfiil  niaiiTior  to  keep  up  his 
sf)irifs,  for  he  had  vainly  cudgelled  his  brains  for  a 
plmisihle  explanation  that  did  not  involve  a  lie. 

The  i)rdi  al  proved  by  no  means  severe  however. 

Beth  was  out  on  tlie  lawn  hohling  her  white  skirts 
while  she  sprinkle<l  lu  r  geranium  be.ls  wiUi  a  spraving 
arrangement  attached  to  the  garden-hose.  At  the 
click  of  the  gate  she  dropped  the  hose  and  .ame  run- 
ning to  shut  off  the  water.     But  tJie  hose  leaked  at  the 


M'lm 


MICROCOPY    RESOLUTION    TEST   CHART 

(ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CH^'t  No    2) 


1.0 


Y"     ■•».o 


2.5 
2.2 

2.0 


1.8 


^     -APPLIED  INA^GE 


16J3  Eost  Mom  Sir 
Rochester.  Ne*  Vori 
{716)    482  -    0300  - 

(716)  288  -  sgag  - 


14609        USA 


m 


Iff  ■ 

i 


1^' 


I  ■ 


III : 


!:| 


rilli 


?j'-. 

'''::!:! 


i:l^ 


[it         P 


166 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


faucL't,  imd  a  small  fountain  had  soaked  the  grass  all 
around.     Randall  turned  it  off  for  her. 

"  Thanks  ever  so,"  said  Beth  laughing  and  display- 
ing her  thin  white  slippers.  "  I'm  so  afraid  of  getting 
these  wet.  How  convenient  it  is  to  be  a  man — some- 
times ! " 

"  Yes,  that  lowly  grade  of  existence  has  some  com- 
pensations," Randall  answered. 

They  went  over  then  to  the  stone  doorstep,  where 
several  cushions  were  strewn  about,  and  sat  down.  At 
first  the  ancient  enemies  felt  rather  awkward  and  con- 
strained in  one  another's  company ;  but  the  easy  old 
patron  saint  of  social  discourse  and  usher  of  ideas,  the 
Weather,  soon  led  them  upon  common  ground.  It  was 
a  clear  starlit  night.  From  where  they  sat  they  beheld 
above  the  roofs  across  the  street  a  portion  of  the  Great 
Bear  gleaming  between  two  trees ;  and  Randall  called 
Beth's  attention  to  the  little  star  that  the  Arabs  called 
El  Saidak  and  regarded  as  a  test  of  vision.  And  Beth 
was  not  sure  at  first  that  she  saw  it,  and  had  to  have  it 
pointed  out.  (It  is  astonishing  how  difficult  it  is  to 
point  out  a  particular  star  in  the  heavens,  and  how 
close  two  people  must  get  in  order  to  be  sure  they  are 
looking  at  the  same  one.)  So  they  got  to  sitting  side 
by  side  in  a  very  friendly  manner;  and  from  Arabian 
names  they  naturally  got  to  talking  of  the  Sudan  and 
the  Mahdi ;  and  from  that  to  Chinese  Gordon  of  course ; 
and  from  Gordon  to  Chinamen.  Now  it  happened  that 
during  Randall's  last  visit  to  New  York  one  of  the 
sights  he  had  taken  in  was  a  Chinese  theatre  near  Mott 
or  Pell  street,  lie  couldn't  remember  just  where;  but  he 
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got  very  enthusiastic  in  describing  the  feline  nasal 
whining  of  the  actors  and  the  wonderful  Chinese  orches- 
tv'  that  sat  or  moved  about  at  the  back  of  the  stage, 
smoking,  and  occasionally  exploding  in  the  most  awful 
conglomeration  of  noise. 

That  opened  up  the  whole  subject  of  music.  They 
plunged  into  quite  an  animated  discussion.  Beth,  who 
played  the  organ  at  church  and  was  reputed  the  best 
pianist  in  Beulah,  found  it  necessary  to  illustrate  one 
of  her  remarks;  so  she  ran  into  the  darkened  parlour, 
opened  the  piano,  and  began  playing  one  of  Mendels- 
sohn's Songs  Without  Words.  The  windows  of  the 
room  had  been  left  wide  open  for  coolness ;  and  instead 
of  following  her  inside,  Randall  walked  along  the  front 
of  the  house  and  seated  himself  on  the  low  windowsill. 

He  was  in  that  spot,  which  was  obscured  by  thick 
shadow,  and  Beth  was  softly  playing  the  mournful  little 
song,  when  the  gate  clicked.  In  the  person  who  en- 
tered the  yard  Randall  recognised  in  spite  of  the  dark- 
ness the  large  portly  unmistakable  outline  of  Mr.  An- 
drews. It  seemed  as  though  the  banker  sought  to 
avoid  notice.  He  came  quickly  and  rather  covertly  up 
the  lawn,  keeping  at  the  side  of  the  stone  path  and 
making  no  noise.  Just  as  he  was  about  to  enter  at  the 
open  front  door  he  seemed  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the 
visitor  seated  on  the  windowsill  beside  it,  for  he 
turned  on  his  heel  and  passed  around  the  side  of  the 
house. 

"Was  that  papa  who  just  came  in?  '*  Beth  asked, 
stopping  her  music  and  coming  over  to  the  window  to 
peer  out. 
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"  Yes.  He  carried  something  that  looked  like  a  big 
parcel  under  his  arm.'* 

"  Books,  weren't  they  ?  " 

"  Very  likely,  though  he  must  have  wrapped  them 
up." 

Presently  the  two  resumed  their  seats  at  the  front 
door. 

"  I'm  worried  a  little  about  poor  papa,"  Beth  sighed 
after  a  moment.  "  Something  is  on  his  mind  that  he 
refuses  to  speak  about.  I  have  seen  a  light  in  his  room 
as  late  as  two  o'clock.  I  think  something  must  bo 
wrong  with  the  books  at  the  bank,  for  he  brings  two  or 
three  of  them  home  late  every  night,  and  takes  them 
back  again  before  morning.     What  time  is  it  ?  " 

Randall  struck  a  match  and  consulted  the  face  of  his 
watch. 

"  Great  Scott,  it's  twenty  minutes  to  eleven ! "  said 
he. 

"  You  won't  mention  what  I  said  about  the  books, 
will  you.f*  I'm  sure  papa  has  a  motive  for  keeping  it 
quiet." 

"  No,  no ;  depend  on  me,  Beth.  But  probably  it's 
just  an  error  in  figures.  Sam  Riggs  told  me  such  mis- 
takes occur  and  cause  a  sight  of  trouble  to  correct." 

"  But  why  should  papa  be  so  secretive,''  " 

*'  Well,  maybe  he  fears  people  would  get  a  notion 
things  were  run  carelessly,  which  would  hurt  business." 

"That's  true.  You've  heard  of  Widow  Thome's 
prophecy?  She  has  spread  it  all  over  town!  People 
have  begun  to  repeat  her  talk;  and  I  know  it  worries 
papa." 
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*'  Pshaw,  any  nonsense  that  is  talked  long  enough 
gains  ulcciples.  But  though  Widow  Thome's  tongue 
is  a  wonder,  I  don't  think  it's  strong  enough  to  shake 
a  bank!" 

"  Everybody  isn't  so  free  from  anxiety." 

"  Everybody  hasn't  my  good  reason  to  be,"  said 
Randall  with  a  rueful  laugh.  "  I'm  safe — worse  luck ! 
The  penniless  traveller  sings  before  the  highwayman ! " 
And  presently  afterwards  he  picked  up  his  hat.  "  I 
must  be  going,"  said  he,  "  or  you'll  think  I'm  one  of 
those  donkey-engines  that  run  but  never  go." 

It  was  not  until  they  had  walked  together  to  the  gate 
and  had  paused  a  moment  before  parting,  that  Beth 
suddenly  bethought  herself. 

"  Do  you  know,"  said  she  quite  falteringly,  **  a  cer- 
tain matter  slipped  my  mind.  ...  I  thought  you 
would  explain  this  evening  about     .     .     .     er    .     .    ." 

"  Oh,  I  forgot  all  about  that  too ! "  exclaimed  Ran- 
dall, and  made  haste  to  put  the  gate  between  them. 
"  It's  a  subject  that  must  be  handled  elaborately,  if  at 
all.  Why  start  it  at  this  late  hour.''  Wouldn't  it  be 
better  for  me  to  call  some  other  evening  this  week? — 
say,  Friday?     May  I?" 

"To-morrow?  Well, — I  shall  look  for  you."  And 
Beth  put  out  her  hand  to  him  with  a  smile  and  just  a 
touch  of  coquetry  in  her  manner. 
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*'What  a  lot  of  simpering  Sallies  the  other  girls 
around  here  are  beside  that  one — when  she  behaves  her- 
self!" muttered  Randall,  consHous  of  an  unusual  and 
not  unpleasant  exhilaration  as  he  walked  swiftly  home- 
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ward  along  the  dark  deserted  s'dewalks  of  tlic  sleeping 
town. 

It  had  not  been  his  purpose  to  visit  Zachary  Gilmore 
that  night.  But  on  the  road,  when  near  his  own  gate, 
he  came  upon  his  father's  stable-hand,  Henry,  a  stout 
middle-aged  negro,  standing  near  the  hedge.  Henry, 
distilled  almost  to  jelly  with  superstitious  fear,  was 
watching  a  faint  flicker  of  light  which  at  irregular  in- 
tervals passed  across  one  of  the  upper  windows  at  the 
western  end  of  the  old  barrack,  where  a  slat  was  missing 
from  the  closed  shutter. 

The  terrified  negro  appealed  to  Randall  to  observe 
this  mysterious  phenomenon.  But  Randall  pulled  a 
long  face,  and,  taking  care  to  look  everywhere  but  in  the 
right  direction,  declared  that  he  saw  nothing  strange 
or  unusual  about  the  old  ruin.  He  suggested  that  per- 
haps Henry's  eyes  were  at  fault,  and  advised  him  not  to 
talk  too  freely  about  such  foolish  ideas.  This,  how- 
ever, scared  Henry,  if  anything,  still  worse,  for  some  of 
the  flickers  were  quite  distinct. 

Making  a  feint  at  leaving  the  negro  and  going  home, 
Randall  circled  through  the  fields  by  a  wide  detour  and 
reached  the  back-door  of  the  barrack.  The  door  was 
unlocked,  and  he  stole  upstairs  on  tiptoe.  A  sup- 
pressed chuckling  grew  upon  his  ear  as  he  ncured  the 
top  of  the  staircase.  Then  he  discovered  the  scape- 
grace squatting  on  the  floor  beside  a  long,  new  tallow 
candle,  with  an  interrupted  game  of  solitaire  spread 
out  before  him.  All  oblivious  to  danger,  Zuchary  was 
smoking  a  new  corncob  pipe  and  tittering  with  huge 
enjoyniejit  over  something  which  he  saw  in  a  large  yel- 
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low  notebook  in  his  hand.  The  magnified  shadow  of 
his  head  and  shoulders  blocked  the  candle's  light  from 
shining  against  the  telltale  window ;  but  now  and  then, 
as  he  shifted  his  position,  a  streak  of  light  swept  across. 
It  was  this  which  had  so  appalled  the  negro  outside. 

At  Randall's  abrupt  greeting  the  fugitive  sprang  up 
with  a  smothered  yell,  dropping  the  blankbook,  which 
upset  and  extinguished  the  candle. 

"  Yes,  it's  time  you  put  out  that  light,"  Randall 
commented,  through  the  ensuing  darkness.  "  Our  sta- 
bleboy  Henry  is  standing  out  there  in  the  road  watch- 
ing the  light  on  the  broken  shutter.  Lucky  for  you 
he's  full  of  darky  superstitions,  or  he'd  tell  my  father 
this  place  was  tenanted." 

"  Aw,  scads,  I'm  that  nervous ! "  wailed  Zachary. 
"  S'  help  me,  I'd  have  sworn  everything  was  as  snug 
and  tight  as  a  new  bottle  of  Pabst !  Can't  a  poor  lone- 
some devil  sit  down  to  a  game  of  cards  or  a  few  minutes 
of  uplifting  literature  without  getting  his  nervous  sys- 
tem wrecked.''  "  And  he  could  be  heard  tumbling  about 
in  the  darkness,  and  soon  there  was  a  blue  spirt  of  a 
lighted  match,  and  the  candle  was  cautiously  rekindled. 

"Where  did  you  get  that  new  candle  and  those 
cards?" 

"  Lena,"  said  he  with  a  grin. 

"Who?"  cried  Randall,  aghast.  "The  German 
cook?" 

"  Yep,  the  Andrews's  fair  stove-engineer." 

"  Well,  Zack,  you're — you're  like  a  grasshopper 
jumping  on  a  quicksand, — you  haven't  got  the  im- 
portance to  get  hurt !  " 
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"  Sonic  more  of  your  sparkling;  undertaker's  wit !  " 
said  Zachary,  highly  pleased  with  his  exploit.  "  She 
won't  tell  on  me.'' 

"  How  do  you  know.''  " 

"  Because  she's  dead  in  love  with  yours  affection- 
ately. Wooed  and  won !  Done  in  ten  miimtcs — like  a 
Chicago  lunch.  And  she  took  an  oath  of  silence  witli 
the  big  honest  hand  that  wields  the  skillet  upraised  to 
heaven,  and  tears  in  those  eyes  of  (rcrnian  blue.  Oh, 
Lena's  a  real  raven  in  the  wilderness!" 

"  You  took  long  chances,"  said  Randall,  shaking  his 
head. 

"  Didn't  want  to; — I  had  to!  I  was  so  tired  of  that 
canned  stuff  I  went  scrimmaging  along  the  hedge  this 
afternoon,  thinking  I  might  find  a  few  cackles.  And 
down  below  Lover's  Nook  I  found  one  of  Sallie  McFar- 
dle's  speckled  hens  setting  on  a  nest.  I  tried  to  shoo 
her  off,  but  the  dummed  hen  made  an  awful  fuss.  Lena 
came  wandering  along  in  her  lonesome  Dutch  way,  pull- 
ing flowers,  and  while  I  was  down  on  jny  knees  trying 
to  fight  that  hen  with  one  hand  and  pick  up  the  eggs 
with  the  other,  she  stepped  out  of  the  buslus  all  of  a 
sudden.  '  Ach,  Gott,'  says  she,  as  soon  as  she  clapped 
eyes  on  me,  and  started  to  run.  I  knew  she  had  recog- 
nised me,  and  it  was  for  me  to  speak  now  or  forever 
hold  my  face." 

"What  did  you  do,  Zack?" 

"What  could  I  do.'  I  was  clrnn  desperate!  I 
chased  after  and  got  a  grapevine  twist  on  her.  I 
choked  her  with  one  hand  because  she  tried  to  scream, 
and  I  caressed  her  with  the  other.     *  Lena,'   says   I, 
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*  dearest  Lena!'  and  tlio  cold  sweat  spurting  out  all 
over  nic.  '  I  came  hack  to  Heulah  at  the  risk  of  my 
life!  I  came  back  because  I  love  you — you  only!'  says 
I.  '  I  worship  at  your  feet!  Would  you  betray  me?  ' 
«ays  I.  Lucifer  Ludwig!  How  she  wriffgled!  But, 
Rand}-,  it  took!  First  she  quit  tryin|^  to  yell;  then  she 
listened  to  me  a  while, — and  you  bet  I  spread  it  on!  I 
told  her  all  the  hardships  I'd  gone  through,  and  l<ow 
I'd  thought  of  her  all  the  time.  She  didn't  half  believe 
me,  but  pretty  soon  she  began  to  smile : — and  then  I 
knew  I'd  won  out.  Why,  it's  just  somebody  to  make 
love  to  her  she's  been  hankering  for  all  along!" 

"  And  3'ou  think  she  can  be  trusted.''  " 

"  Sure !  Why,  I'm  the  only  sweetheart  she  can  get 
in  this  town.  What'll  she  do  if  ''  "oses  me.''  Oh,  I'm 
in  luck !  She  went  down  to  H  iry's  grocery  and  got 
me  this  new  candle  and  pack  oi  cards  and  corncob  pipe ; 
and  to-morrow  she's  to  meet  me  with  a  piece  of  fried 
chicken  and  angel  food  cake.  Said  she  couldn't  bring 
me  a  pickled  pigsfoot  because  Andrews's  don't  have 
it." 

"  You  seem  bom  for  digestion,"  said  Randall.  "  But 
I  wish  I  had  just  a  fraction  of  v^our  luck.  I  need  it  bad 
enough !  Some  fellows  can  drive  off  luck  with  a  club 
and  it  always  returns  to  them.  Others  can  hunt  high 
and  low,  and  barely  sec  its  tail  disappearing  around 
the  corner.  Lord  knows  I've  hunted.  .  .  .  But 
tell  me,  what  is  that  yellow  notebook.''  " 

Zachary  picked  it  up  from  the  floor  and  carefully 
dusted  it. 

"  This  is  my  summer  literature.     When  old  Parthy 
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Andrews  got  scared  that  night  I  stumbled  on  her  at 
Lover's  Nook,  she  dropped  this.  I  stuck  it  under  the 
bench,  and  to-day  I  went  and  got  it  out,  because  I  was 
honing  for  sonic  light  reading.  It's  got  some  first-rate 
stuff  in  it.  Le'  me  read  you  this  one,"  said  he  eagerly, 
fumbling  over  the  pages ;  and  then  in  a  round  zcstful 
voice : 

"'Thou  pour'st  Thy  flood  of  life  and  day 

Upon  the  evil  and  the  good, 
Nor  to  Elijahs  only  may 

Thy  ravens  bring  the  boon  of  food.' 

Say,  ain't  that  great!  Hit  me  like  a  brick  when  I 
read  it.  I  caught  a  raven  myself  to-day,  you  know, — 
Lena  I  mean; — and  this  almost  made  me  cry.  Say, 
Old  Parthy's  the  poet  for  mine !  Le'  mc  read  you  some 
more !  " 

"  No,  no,"  said  Randall  hastily,  with  a  proud  look, 
and  laid  a  hand  on  the  fugitive's  sleeve  to  prevent  hiin. 
"  There's  another  poet  in  that  family  who  pleases  mc 
more.  I've  been  listening  to  her  this  evening,  and  all 
else  sounds  flat!     Good-ninrht." 
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To  see  Mr.  Joseph  P.  Andrev»s  come  downstairs  of 
a  morning,  so  big,  round,  rosy,  and  smiling;  to 
see  him  sit  down  at  the  breakfast  table  and  tuck 
a  white  napkin  under  his  chin  a..d  accept  a  steaming 
cup  of  coffee  from  his  sister,  and  the  cream-jug  from 
his  daughter,  and  heartily  fall  to  upon  all  that  lay  be- 
fore him, — was  to  behold  one  whose  joy  cometh  in  the 
morning  and  who  eats  his  bread  with  joy. 

Such  was  the  banker  as  his  household  had  long 
known  him, — a  man  wlio  arose  each  day  with  cheerful 
vim,  confident  of  himself  and  of  his  grasp  of  affairs. 

But  there  came  an  inexplicable  change  in  his  de- 
meanour. At  first  it  seemed  hardly  worth  noticing;  he 
might  be  a  few  minutes  late  in  getting  up  in  the  morn- 
ing, or  would  be  slightly  abstracted  at  breakfast  or  dis- 
})lay  a  less  vigorous  appetite;  he  might  incline  to  leave 
conversation  to  others,  or  fail  to  hear  what  had  been  said 
to  him.  These  alarming  symptoms  grew  on  him  steadily 
for  some  three  weeks.  When  Beth  suggested  overwork, 
the  need  of  a  vacation  (fishing  trips  were  formerly  his 
delight),  he  shook  his  head  impatiently;  and  when  his 
sister  suggested  stomach-bitters,  he  used  a  word  begin- 
ning with  "  d."  Miss  Parthenia  and  Beth  looked  at 
one  another  in  silent  horror  when  this  dreadful  word 
popped  out,  for,  as  became  one  of  his  church-standing, 
he  had  always  been  intolerant  of  profanity. 
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On  the  nioinii'jf  of  the  hiNt  Thurhdav  in  .Fulv,  Mr. 
An«lrews  dullied  fiiint-hcartodly  with  a  belated  break- 
fast of  crisp  baeon  and  e^^s.  It  was  ahnost  eight 
o'clock.  Ikth  had  already  broken  her  fast  and  gone 
out  to  trim  lier  flowcr-lmshes.  Miss  I'arthenia  sat  op- 
posite lier  brother,  manipulated  the  coff'ce-pot,  and 
coaxed  his  ap|)etite. 

"Try  another  hot  roll,"  she  suggested. 

IIo  gnmted  a  negative,  poring  over  u  piece  of  bacon 
on  his  fork  in  a  preoccupied  trance. 

'*  How  economical  of  words  jou  are!"  said  Miss  I'ar- 
thenia with  some  asperity.  "  Here  I've  talked  and 
talked,  and  you've  given  nie  nothing  but  grunts!  Is 
it  the  bacon  ?  " 

"  Some  matters  on  my  mind,"  answered  the  banker. 
"  I  haven't  paid  nnich  attention." 

"  Still,  it  miglit  be  worth  your  while  to  pay  some  at- 
tention to  what  goes  on  in  your  own  house,  Joe  An- 
drews !  Have  you  noticed  the  frequent  visits  of  a  cer- 
tain young  man  lately.''" 

"Huh.'  Beg  pardon; — what's  that  you  said,  Par- 
tliy.?"  inquired  Mr.  Andrews,  looking  up  from  his 
plate.     "  I  wasn't  listening." 

"I  asked  if  you  knew  how  often  young  Mr.  Harris 
has  been  calling  here." 

"Calling  horo.=^  General  Tom's  wild  youngster.-* 
What  can  that  mean.''  " 

"  Vou  nui  t  put  your  eyes  in  your  pocket — when 
yoti'ro  not  using  them  on  tliose  mysterious  books  you 
lug  bark  and  forth  jifter  dark!" 

"  Hih-sh-sh!  "  cried  tlic  banker,  hastilv  sottincr  down 
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his  rofTic'-rup  and  rHisinpf  liis  ImiuU  for  niution.  '*  I 
oii^lit,  to  have  told  you — you  and  Hcfh  both — not  to 
k-t  any  remarks  about  tlio.sc  hooks  reach  the  neighbours. 
Above  all,  it  mustn't  reach  Sam  Ili^K^'-'*  'fH'-" 

"Hnip!  I'm  .sure  I  !  iveirt  hreafhed  a  word,  except 
io  Beth.  Ihrc;  let  me  pour  v<>u  another  cup.  And  so 
you  haNtn't  noticed  Kandy  Harris?'" 

"  Half  a  cup.      That's  a  plenty !      No;  I  haven't." 

"  Thrie  evenings  last  week,  four  evenings  so  far  this 
week.  He  seems  to  have  scared  off  all  the  other  young 
men; — .lack  iMunkett  vows  he's  going  out  west,  and 
Marsliall  walked  liomo  from  churcli  last  Sunday  with 
Lou  I)ibi)le.  Oh,  it  looks  as  if  Randall  Harris  had  a 
clear  fichi  now  !  " 

"  But  what's  he  doing  around  here?  There  must  be 
some  reason,"  said  Mr.  Andrews,  as  he  thoughtlessly 
})ut  a  second  lump  of  sugar  in  his  cofj'ee. 

The  rugged  features  of  the  poetess  relaxed,  and  her 
eyes  tw  inkled  behind  their  glasses.  In  the  act  of  hand- 
ing him  the  cream  pitcher,  she  paused  to  point  her 
thumb  towards  the  window. 

"  There's  the  reason — and  a  fair  one,"  said  she  la- 
conically. 

Mr.  Andrews  followed  the  hint  of  the  thumb.  He 
saw  through  the  open  window  a  shimmer  of  sun-smitten 
green  leaves  amid  which  appeared  a  big  calico  sunbon- 
net.  A  slim  upraised  am.  icrminating  in  a  soiled  cot- 
ton mitten  and  a  pair  of  scissors  clipped  a  dead  spray 
of  arbutus;  and  a  murmur  of  subdued  singing  floated 
in  over  the  windowsill. 

"  Beth.-  "  said  he,  with  raised  evebrows. 
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Miss  Parthenia  nodded. 

The  banker's  round  florid  face  showed  frank  aston- 
ishment. 

"  How  can  that  be,  Parthy?  It's  only  three  or  four 
weeks  ago,  isn't  it,  Beth  ridiculed  this  young  fellow! 
What  was  it?  ...  I  know  everybody  in  town 
laughed.  ...  Oh,  yes; — she  compared  him  to 
Sallie  McFardle's  pig,  didn't  she?" 

"Here  you've  passed  the  plate  in  church  all  these 
years  and  proclaimed  your  belief  that  the  world  was 
made  in  six  days,"  retorted  Miss  Parthenia.  "Yet 
you  tliink  a  girl  can't  change  her  mind  about  a  young 
man  in  three  weeks !  Did  I  ever  read  you  that  sonnet 
I  called  '  Phantasmagoria?  '  Tolerably  good,  I  think. 
It  begins: 

'Softly  the  days  slip  down  my  thread  of  life 
As  down  a  rosary  the  beads  fall.    .    ,     .'" 

"  Hold  on  !  "  cried  Mr.  Andrews  thoroughly  aroused 
and  hastily  swallowing  the  remainder  of  his  coffee. 
"  We  were  speaking  of  Randall  Harris !  Do  you  mean 
there's  danger  of  Beth's  taking  a  fancy  to  that  head- 
strong and  reckless  young  spendthrift?" 

"  I'll  answer  you  Yankee-fashion,  Joe.  Did  ever  a 
young  man  have  the  hardihood  to  call  seven  times  In 
two  weeks  on  a  girl  who  discouraged  his  attentions?" 

"But  Beth  is  devoted  to  her  intellectual  pursuits! 
Why,  her  studies,  her  books.     .     .     ." 

"  Books!"  interrupted  Miss  Parthenia  with  a  chuckle 
of  derision.  "  Young  women  may  toy  with  other  books 
and  profess  great  enthusiasm,  but  there's  only  one  book 
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they  really  study ;— that's  the  book  of  the  heart !     And 
they  always  prefer  it  cloth-bound  at  the  tailor's ! " 

"  But  ever  since  Beth  came  back  from  Philadelphia, 
she  has  been  full  of  her.  .  .  .  What  the  Sam  Hill 
does  she  call  it?  .  .  .  new — new  .  .  .  Why, 
slic  has  been  writing  a  treatise — a  treatise  on  woman's 
— sphere! — isn't  that  it? — which  she  means  to  read  be- 
fore the  Ladies'  Auxiliary.  She  read  some  of  it  to  me 
one  evening.  It's  mighty  long,  and  I  couldn't  exactly 
understand  what  the  grievance  was  about ;  but  it  shows 
brains — brains,  I  tell  you!"  And  the  proud  father 
confidently  expanded  his  chest. 

Around  Miss  Parthenia's  mouth  hovered  grim  laugh- 
ter. 

"  Have  you  seen  the  end  of  that  great  manuscript, 
brother?  I  picked  it  up  behind  the  arbour  Tuesday, 
badly  spotted  and  warped  from  the  rain.  But  when  I 
brought  it  into  the  house,  she  flung  it  into  the  woodbox, 
and  said  it  was  nothing  but  the  crowing  of  a  hen  any- 
way. I  asked  her  what  she  meant  to  read  at  the  Ladies' 
Auxiliary.  She  said  she  didn't  much  care, — might  read 
them  Tennyson's  '  Princess.'  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  it ! "  exclaimed  jNIr. 
Andrews,  applying  his  napkin  to  his  face  in  a  worried 
manner.  "  I'll  have  to  have  a  talk  with  her!  It  won't 
do!"  And  he  pushed  back  his  chair  from  the  table 
nervously.  "It  won't  do!  If  there's  danger  of  her 
taking  up  with   that   fellow,   it   must   be   stopped   at 
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"Stopped?     And  why?"  cried  his  sister.     "Aren't 
the  Harrises  good  enough  for  you?     My  stars!     Since 
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when  has  Joe  Andrews  got  so  high  and  mighty  he  dis- 
dains an  alliance  with  the  Harrises  of  Beulah !  There 
was  a  time,  Joe  Andrews,  when  you  weren't  too  proud 
to  take  a  broom  and  sweep  out  Elder  Bloodgood's 
bank.     .     .     ." 

"Never  you  mind  the  broom,  rarthcnia!"  said  the 
banker  with  a  strange  and  unprecedented  burst  of  tem- 
per.    "Must  you  forever  lug  in  that  broom  when  we 
disagree!"     He  got    up   and   walked   in   quick   jerky 
steps    to    and    fro,    rubbing    his    scalp.     "  Not     that 
I'm  ashamed  of  the  old  broom, — no,  no !     And  for  the 
Harrises,— why,  I  was  just  a  boy  when  Tom's  father, 
the  old  general,  came  back  crippled  from  the  Mexican 
War.     It  sticks  in  my  mind  yet, — the  flags,  the  stream- 
ers, the  red  helmets  of  the  fire  company,  Gabe  Trench 
leading  the  brass  band,  the  crowds  cheering  him,  the 
speech-making  at  the  tavern !     I  guess  a  sort  of  rever- 
ence for  the  HaiTis  blood  has  been  in  my  veins  ever 
since, — though  Tom  and  I  took  different  sides  in  the 
war.     Ah!     But  for  all  my  admiration  for  them,"  he 
flung  out  explosively,  "  I'll  not  see  my  dear  girl's  hap- 
piness wrecked !  " 

"Wrecked!     Now  what  do  you  mean  by  that.?" 
"  I  mean  I  distrust  that  young  man — yes,  more  than 
distrust — suspect  him  !  " 

"  Randy  Harris  was  wild  at  college,  I  admit.  But  if 
he  kept  at  the  head  of  his  classes  and  took  such  high 
honours,  he  couldn't  have  been  so  very  bad!  And  since 
he's  been  home  he's  shown  in  a  hundred  ways  that  ho 
moans  to  bo  a  man  !  " 

'•  Y^ou  deceive  yourself,"  said  Mr.  Andrews,  stopping 
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abruptly  in  his  walk  and  eyeing  his  sister  in  a  peculiar 
and  significant  manner  under  bent  brows,  "Nobody 
ever  becomes  a  saint  all  at  once.   You  deceive  yourself." 

"Indeed!"  repHed  Miss  Parthenia,  struck  by  the 
solemn  certainty  of  his  tone.     "What  do  you  know.^" 

"  I  know  he's  desperately  in  need  of  money,  and  dares 
not  tell  his  parents.  I  know  too,  from  a  confidential 
source,  that  he's  in  a  desperate  frame  of  mind,  plotting 
something.'* 

"Fiddle!"  cried  Miss  Parthenia.  "I  don't  believe 
it!"  And  she  began  to  pile  up  the  breakfast-dishes 
with  unnecessary  clatter. 

"  I  suppose  you've  heard  of  the  strange  woman,"  said 
the  banker  in  a  lowered  voice,  drawing  near  to  her 
shoulder,  "  the  strange  woman  who  keeps  her  face 
veiled  and  comes  over  from  Lytle  on  the  'bus  and  waits 
for  him  down  here  at  the  church-corner  after  dark,  al- 
most every  night?  Oh,  you  haven't!  Well,  I  only 
mention  it  to  show  that  Randall  Harris  may  not  be  just 
what  he  seems  to  you.  I  believe  him  a  desperate,  aye,  a 
dangerous  young  man !  I  believe  he  is  being  dragged 
deeper  by  past  errors.  He's  not  fit  company  for  Beth 
— or  any  other  respectable  girl !  " 

"  What  sort  of  a  looking  woman  was  that  strange 
woman,  Joe?"  Miss  Parthenia  asked.  She  had  de- 
sisted from  collecting  dishes  to  stare  at  him.  "  What 
height  was  she?     How  was  she  dressed?" 

INIr.  Andrews  declined,  however,  to  be  more  explicit. 
With  pursed  lips  and  an  expression  of  determined  reti- 
cence on  his  face,  lio  put  on  his  hat  and  started  for  the 
front  donr.     His  sister,  eager  to  get  a  fuller  cxplana- 
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tion,  followed  at  his  heels,  putting  questions  which  got 
no  more  answer  than  an  ominous  shake  of  his  head. 

But  when  brother  and  sister  reached  the  froi  '  door 
and  opened  it,  they  perceived  Widow  Thome  at  that 
moment  rushing  into  the  yard. 

"Heavens,  what's  the  matter  now!"  exclaimed  M'ss 
Parthenia;  and  the  banker  started  back  in  dismay. 

The  disciple  of  the  occult  was  obviously  in  a  state  of 
stifled  emotion.  She  puffed  loudly  from  the  pace  at 
which  she  had  come,  and  her  face  was  red  as  a  beet. 
Her  crape  bonnet  had  been  thrown  on  at  a  rakish  slant, 
the  two  black  ribbons  streaming  behind  her  in  the  morn- 
ing breeze.  In  one  hand  she  crumpled  a  wet  handker- 
chief and  a  piece  of  paper,  and  pressed  the  other  hand 
against  her  heart  to  still  its  beatings,  while  her  coun- 
tenance displayed  a  grief  not  unmingled  with  solemn 
triumph. 

"  Well,  well ! "  muttered  Mr.  Andrews,  as  this  impres- 
sive spectacle  of  woe  came  hurrying  to  his  doorstep. 

"  Are  you  ill  ?  "  cried  his  sister. 

"  Lead  me  to  a  chair  and  I'll  tell  all !  '*  gasped  the 
Widow.     "  My  poor  dear  Zachary  is  no  more !  " 

They  conducted  her  tenderly  into  the  hall,  where  she 
sank  upon  a  chair  and  panted  for  several  minutes, 
often  raising  her  eyes  to  the  ceiling  and  dabbing  her 
moistened  handkerchief  at  the  tears  that  welled  up. 

"  Yes,"  she  said  hoarsely  at  last,  heaving  a  deep 
sigh,  "  my  poor  dear  nephew  is  no  more !  He  has  de- 
parted this  world  of  sorrows  and  ascended  to  his  re- 
ward !     He  is  at  rest !  " 

Her   astonished   hearers   offered  no   unkind  suggcs- 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


183 


tions  on  the  more  probable  direction  in  which  the  soul 
of  the  unhappy  Zachary  had  winged  its  flight,  but  gave 
her  many  words  of  sympathy,  and  asked  her  when  the 
sad  news  had  arrived. 

"Last  night,"  faltered  Mrs.  Thome  with  raised 
eyes ;  "  at  just  quarter  past  nine  o'clock. 

"  Ah,  indeed ; — by  telegram,  I  suppose,  or  special  de- 
livery ?  "  remarked  the  banker. 

"What  was  the  nature  of  his  illness?"  Miss  Par- 
thenia  gently  inquired.     "Or  was  it  an  accident?" 

"  I  don't  know  yet.     I  only  know  he's  dead." 

"Why,  how  strange!  You  were  given  no  particu- 
lars?    Who  sent  you  the  message?  " 

"He  did  himself!  He — he — appeared  to  me!" 
And  with  a  sudden  recurrence  of  emotion  the  widow  ap- 
plied her  handkerchief  again  to  her  eyes. 

Miss  Parthenia  and  her  brother  exchanged  an  incred- 
ulous look;  and  then  the  banker,  smiling  across  the 
bowed  bonnet  of  the  grief-stricken  lady,  deliberately 
closed  his  left  eye. 

"  Do  you  mean,  Mrs.  Thome,"  asked  he,  "  that  the 
spirit  of  your  deceased  nephew  was  revealed  to  you?  " 

Widow  Thorne,  too  choked  for  utterance,  nodded  her 
head. 

"  Hm !  Another  of  your  visions,"  he  observed,  then, 
a  little  irritably,  clapping  on  his  hat,  which  he  had  been 
holding  in  his  hand.  "  How  do  you  know  this  isn't 
merely  prophetic,  like  your  last?  " 

"  It  happened  at  just  quarter  past  nine,"  she  de- 
clared in  a  deep  doleful  tone  that  nevertheless  rang  with 
a  sort  of  anticipative  triumph  over  skepticism,     "  It 
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couldn't  have  been  a  minute  later,  for  I'd  wound  the 
clock  on  the  cupboard  in  the  kitchen  just  before  I  went 
down  cellar  to  fetch  up  some  things  I  was  afraid  the 
rats  would  get  into  over  night.  I'm  so  troubled  with 
rats  in  my  cellar  I  can't  seem  to  get  rid  of,  though  I've 
used  broken  glass  and  traps  and  everything.  So  be- 
fore I  went  to  bed  I  fetched  up  the  dishes,  and  It 
couldn't  have  been  more  than  quarter  past  nine." 

"  But  how  did  it  happen.?  "  asked  brother  and  sister 
together. 

"Well,  I  fetched  up  the  butter  and  a  pan  of  crulls 
and  the  jar  of  pickled  pigsfeet  and  the  cottage  cheese, 
and  set  'em  on  the  table.  And  then,  thinks  I,  it's  too 
warm  for  the  butter.  So  I  opened  the  pantry  window, 
thinking  I'd  let  the  room  cool  off  a  few  minutes  before 
I  went  to  bed, — though  I  was  'most  afraid  to  because 
there's  so  much  talk  of  burglars  around.  I  sat  down 
on  a  chair  by  the  wall  to  catch  my  breath.  The  lamp 
was  on  the  table  right  beside  the  jar  of  pickled  pigs- 
feet  ;  and  that  set  me  thinking  how  fond  my  poor  dear 
Zachary  used  to  bo  of  pickled  pigsfeet  the  way  mv 
cook,  Salome,  makes  them,  with  cloves  and  nutmeg;  and 
somehow  I  couldn't  get  him  off  my  mind.  I  sort  of 
closed  my  eyes  this  way,  and  rested  my  check  on  my 
hand  so.  You  know  that's  natural  enough  when  a 
body's  thinking.'' 

"  Perhaps  you  fell  asleep,"  Miss  Parthenia  put  in : 
and  her  brother  too  nodded  his  conviction. 

"Wait,"  answered  the  widow  with  a  dreadful  calm- 
ness. "  I  knew  you'd  both  say  that.  But  mark  mo 
well.     I  was  just  in  a  sort  of  reverie,  and  hadn't  closed 
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my  eyes  a  minute,  when  I  felt  a  sort  of  cold  breath  on 
my  cheek.  I  thought  it  was  the  draught  from  the  pan- 
try window,  and  opened  my  ej-es,  and  was  going  to  get 
up  to  shut  it.  But  when  I  looked  up, — there,  right 
across  the  room  from  mc,  standing  behind  the  table 
with  his  hand  in  the  pickle  jar, — there  was  my  poor 
dear  lost  Zachary  as  natural  as  life." 

"And  you're  sure  you  didn't  dream  it?  "  asked  Mr. 
Andrews,  struggling  to  keep  down  a  smile. 

"  I'll  give  you  doubting  Thomases  some  proof  soon 
that  will  make  you  beHeve,"  said  the  widow.  "  I  was 
as  wide  awake  as  you  are  right  now,  and  I  saw  my 
nephew  behind  that  table.  He  looked  at  me  sort  of 
mournful-like,  pale  like  a  corpse,  no  colour  at  all. 
Thinks  I,  naturally  enough,  I'm  dreaming,  and  I  shut 
my  eyes  again  and  opened  them.  But  the  apparition 
was  still  there.  '  Zachary,'  says  I  in  a  whisper,  *  are 
you  dead  ?  '  It  nodded  its  head  three  times,  so."  Here 
the  widow  lowered  her  head  thrice  in  a  peculiarly  slow, 
ghastly,  and  tragic  manner.  "  And  then  I  says, '  How 
did  it  happen?  '  But  instead  of  answering  me,  it  held 
its  hand  out  so,  as  if  to  warn  me;  and  glided  into  the 
pantry  and  disappeared." 

"  It  sounds  like  a  very  vivid  dream,"  commented  Miss 
Parthenia.  "  I  can't  believe  it  was  more  than  that. 
Probably  your  erring  nephew  is  still  alive." 

"  Now  for  your  proof !  "  said  Mr.  Andrews.  "  Let's 
have  that  proof!" 

Widow  Thome  arose  from  her  chair  with  the  de- 
liberate and  assured  manner  of  a  master  chess-player 
about  to  administer  checkmate. 
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"  Proof!     You  want  the  proof!     You  shall  have  it! 
Mark  me  well!     I  do  believe  the  spirit  of  my  dear  de- 
parted Zachary  foresaw  I  would  need  proof  to  convince 
others  it  wasn't  a  dream.     Mark  me  well!     Yesterday 
there  were  seven  pickled  pigsfeet  in  that  jar.     Salome 
counted  them.     So  did  I.     This  morning  when  Salome 
looked  in  the  jar  there  were  only  six!     She  called  me. 
I  counted  them.     There  were  only  six !     Now !  " 
For  a  moment  Mr,  Andrews  looked  nonplussed. 
"  Probably  the  rats  got  one,"  he  suggested  rather 
weakly ;  "  or  Salome  may  have  eaten  one  on  the  sly,  or 
presented  it  to  one  of  her  coloured  friends."     But  the 
widow  made  so  contemptuous  a  gesture  at  his  reason- 
ing, that  he  haster;ed  to  add,  "  It's  a  mighty  substan- 
tial ghost  that  carries  away  pigsfeet !  " 

"  And  why.?  "  demanded  the  exultant  though  mourn- 
ful widow.  "Haven't  I  seen  'em  lift  tables  in  Mrs. 
Hypatia  Boggs's  parlour.?  Haven't  I  seen  them  move 
a  piano  out  from  the  wall  and  back?  Why  can't  they 
lift  a  pickled  pigsfoot  then.?  What  could  be  more 
touching  and  appropriate, — as  my  poor  dear  Zachary 
used  to  be  devoted  to  pickled  pigsfeet?  But  I'll  give 
you  another  proof !  Mark  me  well !  It  mayn't  strike 
you  as  such,  but  to  me,  coming  right  in  the  hour  of  my 
grief,  it  can't  seem  less  than  a  direct  message  from 
the  land  of  the  departed,  sent  to  console  me."  She  un- 
folded the  rumpled  sheet  of  paper  which  she  had  been 
holding  in  one  hand,  and  held  it  forth.  "  Read  those 
beautiful,  beau-utiful  words  of  consolation,"  she  cried, 
and  sank  down  again,  sobbing. 

Mr.  Andrews  took  the  paper  and  read  aloud  in  a 
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grave  reverent  voice  like  one  who  reads  a  chapter  of  the 
Bible: 

"'Cast  all  adrift  upon  the  world's  cruel  tide 

From  the  snug  harbour  of  his  mother's  brea.st, 
Alas,  tlic  piteous  infant  soon  had  died. 
But  that  thy  love  amidst  the  reeds  espied 
His  drifting  crib; — thou  borest  him  to  a  nest.'" 

He  glanced  over  the  top  of  the  paper  at  the  widow. 
"  And  you  believe  this  writing  is  spirit-writing.'' "  he 
inquired. 

"Why  ain't  it?"  she  sobbed  out  amidst  her  tears. 
"  Do-on't  they  write  between  slates  ?  Oh,  how  com- 
forting those  pre-precious  words  are ! " 

Miss  Parthenia's  eyes  had  grown  larger  and  larger 
during  the  progress  of  the  reading.  She  took  ofF  her 
spectacles,  wiped  them  on  her  apron,  restored  them  to 
her  nose,  and  craned  forward. 

"  Let's  see  that ! "  she  demanded  of  her  brother  with 
a  queer  look,  and.  snatching  the  sheet  from  him,  eagerl}' 
scrutinised  it.  "Just  as  I  thought!"  cried  she. 
"  Here's  a  leaf  torn  out  of  my  lost  notebook !  And 
this — this  message  from  the  spirit-world,  ^lary  Thorne, 
— wliy,  it's  my  own  handwriting!  This  is  a  verse  from 
my  ode  to  '  Pharaoh's  Daughter ! '  " 

"  I  found  it  on  my  kitchen  table  this  morning,"  said 
Widow  Thome  in  feeble  protestation. 

"  And  I  want  to  know  who  put  it  there !  "  said  Miss 
Parthenia.  "No  spirit  hand  did  that!  Don't  tell 
me!"  She  shook  her  head  vigorously  and  rapped  her 
finger  on  the  paper.  "  Joe  Andrews,  there  are  some 
mighty  queer  doings  in  this  town ! " 
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XV 

THERE  were  indeed  queer  doings  in  Beulah,  as 
Miss  Parthenia  had  said.  Widow  Thome  was 
not  alone  in  receiving  an  anonymous  message. 
Mrs.  Booher,  on  Green  Lane,  a  noted  gossip  and  gad- 
about, found  pinned  to  her  door  a  torn  sheet  of  paper 
on  which,  with  some  erasures,  were  written  several 
verses,  beginning: 

"Some  neighbors   (one  supposes) 
Run  to  sympathize  because  it's 
An  excuse  to  sticlt  their  noses 
Into  other  folk's  closets." 

And  directly  across  the  street  from  Mrs.  Booher's, 
Dick  Hillary's  wife,  a  great  brawny  woman  with  an 
ungovernable  temper,  who  was  continually  scolding  that 
tough  old  reprobate,  her  husband,  discovered  her  door 
adonud  by  a  similar  sheet  of  paper  that  read: 

"  Marriages,  they  say,  in  Heaven  are  made ; 

But  the  basket  must  have  spilled  in  coming  down; 

For  old  Nick's  fingers  played 
Some  tricks,  I  am  afraid, 
In  distributing  the  blessings  in  this  town." 

There  were  several  others;  and  it  was  evident  a 
malicious  spirit  had  been  abroad  Wednesday  night  to 
set  the  inhabitants  of  Beulah  by  the  ears  and  heap 
tribulation  on  the  head  of  Miss  Parthenia  Andrews. 
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I'eopic  w\re  not  long  in  making  up  their  minds  that 
hhe  had  written  the  verses.  In  the  first  place,  her 
poetical  reputation  was  against  her;  then  her  hand- 
writing was  rf^cogniscd ;  and  finally  c-aine  word  that  she 
had  already  confessed  authorship  of  the  verse  received 
hy  Mrs.  Thoriie.  She  found  herself  like  the  magician's 
apprentice  who  created  monsters  that  turned  upon  him. 
Iler  defence  was  that  the  verses  were  all  from  her  lost 
notehook,  and  that  somebody  must  have  found  it  and 
was  applying  her  rhymes  as  she  had  never  intended. 
Thus  suspicion  was  left  free  to  roam  hither  and  thither. 
And  many  causes  were  now  combining  to  plunge  the 
little  town  into  an  atmosphere  of  mistrust,  rumour,  and 
vague  alarm. 

The  tales  of  unknown  persons  seen  lurking  in  or 
around  Beulah  after  dark  would  not  down.  It  takes 
little  to  excite  a  small  and  somewhat  isolated  conimi. 
nity ;  and  most  of  these  reports  were  on  the  face  of  them 
nothing  more  than  the  heated  imagination  of  some  be- 
lated wayfarer.  But  there  was  one  story  of  such  veri- 
similitude that  Mr.  Harry  K.  Smart,  the  enterprising 
editor  of  the  Weekly  Star,  at  once  traced  it  to  its 
source.  Will  Turner,  the  blacksmith,  had  kept  his 
forge  open  until  after  nine  o'clock  Monday  night  be- 
cause of  a  rush  of  work.  The  last  job  had  been  to 
shoe  General  Harris's  fleabitten  veer,  Judas:  he  had 
left  this  till  the  end  because  of  the  brute's  nasty  temper. 
After  shutting  up  shop  he  jumped  on  Judas,  bareback, 
and  rode  at  a  hand-gallop  out  towards  the  east  end  of 
town,  having  agreed  to  return  the  horse  himself.  As 
he  clattered  around  the  comer  into  Maple  Street,  a 
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white-bearded  old  man  Imd  Muddenly  run  from  the  cast 
NJde  and  attempted  to  crosK  in  front  of  the  horse.  The 
thick  trees  alon^  Squire  Jenkins's  lot  made  such  a 
dense  shadow  that  Turner  failed  to  sec  the  old  man 
until  almost  upon  him.  The  man  was  knocked  down. 
Turner  jumped  off  the  horse  and  helpe  1  him  to  his 
feet ,  but  in  reply  to  (jucstions  the  old  man  only  jjavc 
some  unintelligible  chatter,  and  seeing  other  persons 
approaching,  he  at  once  took  off  down  Keg  AlKy  as 
fast  as  he  could  limp.  On  this  occurrence  the  IJeulah 
Weekly  Star  came  out  in  a  two-column  article  headed 
"  WHO  WAS  HE,"  and  endeavoured  to  probe  this  deep 
mystery  to  the  bottom.  Ana  the  same  edition  contained 
an  editorial  by  Mr.  Harry  K.  Smart's  well-known 
elegant  and  eloquent  pen,  demanding  to  know  why  the 
public-spirited  citizens  of  this  progressive  and  enlight- 
ened city  <lid  not  get  together  shordder  to  shoulder, 
form  a  vigilance  committee,  and  take  energetic  meas- 
ures to  drag  into  the  light  of  day  these  midnight  prowl- 
ers who  feared  to  show  their  faces.  It  was  a  grand 
article,  read  aloud  by  Napoleon  Nickell  amid  much  ap- 
plause at  tltat  evening's  session  of  the  volunteer  town 
council  in  Dick  Hillary's  grocery, 

Fiiblic  curiosity  had  been  so  aroused  by  the  mystery 
of  the  white-bearded  man,  that  it  had  somewhat  waned 
regarding  the  strange  woman  who  came  over  almost 
daily  from  Lytle  Junction  on  the  afternoon  'bus  and 
hung  about  the  church-corner  to  speak  to  Randall 
Harris.  But  it  was  just  at  this  time  that  Air.  Andrews 
saw  fit  to  tell  his  daughter  why  she  oughc  not  accept 
the  attentions  of  the  general's  son.    Thursday  noon,  be- 
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fore  returning  to  tlio  Imnk,  lie  took  Beth  into  the  back- 
parlour,  nm\  there,  beneath  the  stern  approval  of  Elder 
Bloodgood's  painted  lineaments  on  t!ie  wall,  he  told  her. 
He  did  it  carefully,  gently,  charitably,  and  tried  not  to 
say  a  word  more  against  the  dissolute  young  man  than 
he  felt  he  could  fully  substantiate.  But  he  did  it  thor- 
oughly. 

"  I  am  sorry  I  had  to  tell  this,  my  dear,"  said  he  /it 
the  end.  "  It  pains  me  to  sec  any  member  of  a  proud 
old  family  like  the  Harrises  brought  so  low.  But  now 
that  I  have  put  you  on  your  guard  against  him,  I  know 
I  can  leave  the  rest  to  you." 

Beth  had  turned  white,  listening  to  her  father.  She 
dropped  her  head  and  said  never  a  word.  She  had 
always  been  unusually  .  iturn  about  communicating 
her  griefs.  Even  is  a  ciuld  she  had  never  run  to  pour 
her  troubles  into  some  sympathetic  breast,  but  rut  her 
sought  solitude  and  fought  out  her  battles  of  the  spirit 
unaided.  So  now  she  went  directly  to  her  own  room. 
When  Miss  Parthcnia  came  tiptoeing  upstairs  with  the 
purpose  of  going  in  to  comfort  her  niece,  she  found  the 
door  locked.  She  called  softly,  and  Beth  in  a  rather 
faint  but  calm  voice  begged  to  be  left  alone  as  she 
was  suffering  from  a  headache. 

At  suppertime  the  young  lady  came  downstairs 
again.  She  looked  quite  as  usual,  except  that  her  eye- 
lids were  a  little  swollen  and  reddened — from  frequent 
bathing  of  them,  as  she  explained;  and  the  powdcr- 
pnff  l..id  vainly  tried  to  conceal  this.  Of  course  her 
appetite  was  poor, — one's  generally  is  after  a  severe 
headache ;  but  she  made  a  brave  effort  to  eat.     Almost 
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her  first  question  of  her  aunt  was  whether  the  great 
treatise  which  she  had  impatiently  flung  in  the  wood- 
box,  liad  really  been  destroyed;  and  on  learning  that 
Miss  Parthenia  had  preserved  it,  her  delight  was  mani- 
fest. It  was  still  possible,  she  said,  to  get  the  treatise 
completed  in  time  to  read  it  at  the  Ladies'  Auxiliary  if 
she  worked  steadily  on  it,  and  that  she  now  was  deter- 
mined to  do. 

Soon  after  dark,  however,  she  did  a  very  unusual 
thing.  Throwing  over  her  head  her  aunt's  dark  shawl 
to  conceal  her  white  clothes,  she  slipped  out  of  the 
house  by  the  side-door  and  through  the  back-gate  into 
Keg  Alley.  Lena  was  busy  in  the  kitchen  at  the  time 
washing  dishes  and  singing  a  German  song,  and  old 
deaf  Cato  was  moving  about  with  a  lantern  in  the  car- 
riage-house.     Nobody  had  observed  her  departure. 

She  v»ent  rapidly  down  dim  Keg  Alley  towards  iNIaple 
Street,  hut  when  she  reached  the  back-fence  of  the 
church-lot,  she  quietly  opened  the  ramshackle  gate  and 
stepped  inside  the  enclosure.  Many  and  many  a  time 
she  had  played  there  as  a  child,  and  knew  every  foot 
of  it  even  in  the  dark.  Keeping  close  to  the  wall  of  the 
big  building,  on  the  side  away  from  the  moon,  where 
the  shadow  fell  broad  and  deep,  she  stole  towards  the 
front.  As  she  did  so  sht  heard  several  times  a  stran- 
gled coughing;  and  when  at  length  she  peeped  around 
the  corner  of  the  wall,  she  saw  a  woman  in  black  clothes, 
whose  face  was  covered  by  a  black  veil,  pacing  rest- 
lessly uj)  and  down  on  the  broad  stone  steps  at  the  en- 
trance. 

It  was  this  woman  who  hnd  cnv,«Tlicd.      Tlio  violence 
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of  the  effort  to  expel  phlegm  from  her  lungs  doubled 
her  up  in  a  kind  of  spasm ;  and  once  she  was  forced  to 
drop  down  to  a  sitting  position  on  the  steps;  but  as 
soon  as  that  coughing  fit  had  ended,  she  was  up  again, 
and  walking  nervously  back  and  forth  as  before.  In 
her  mute  agitation  there  was  a  suggestion  of  something 
terrible. 

Many  minutes  passed,  and  Beth  still  hugged  the 
shadow  of  the  wall.  The  church-bell  in  the  tower  over- 
head struck  suddenly  a  great  booming  clang  that 
throbbed  and  slowly  died  upon  the  air.  It  was  eight 
o'clock,  and  a  sultry  breathless  night,  foreboding  rain ; 
heavy  clouds  were  piling  up  in  the  east.  In  that  heated 
surcharged  atmosphere  it  seemed  as  if  all  sounds  took 
on  an  unwonted  loudness.  A  young  man  came  along 
the  sidewalk  whisthng  "  King  Charles  "  in  a  quick  merry 
way  that  made  articulate  the  gladness  of  life  within 
him.  Beth's  hands  involuntarily  clenched  themselves. 
It  needed  not  the  familiar  tune  nor  tlie  white  hat  to 
recognise  Randall  Harris.  Anybody  in  Beulah  must 
have  known  him  by  his  jaunty  swinging  stride.  As 
soon  as  the  woman  on  the  steps  caught  sight  of  him, 
she  ran  out  eagerly  to  the  sidewalk. 

"  Oh,  my  God,  I've  been  waiting,"  she  cried  in  a 
voice  quite  audible  to  the  unseen  listener,  "  waiting — • 
waiting  so  long  for  you  to  come  by !  " 

It  was  noticeable  that  Randall's  greeting  for  her 
lacked  ardour,  and  was  not  unmarked  by  impatience,  if 
not  angor.  Still  he  Hid  not  forget  to  be  courteous.  He 
drew  her  back  at  once  from  the  sidewalk  to  the  church- 
steps,  where  they  would  be  less  conspicuous. 
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"  Now  what  sense  is  there  in  your  coming  over  here 
again  to-night  to  see  me?  "  he  demanded. 

'•  But  I  was  so  anxious,  and  didn't  hear  a  word  from 
you  all  day  !  " 

"  This  running  after  me  won't  do  you  a  bit  of  good, 
und  only  makes  people  talk.  I'm  not  forgetting  you, 
and  you  ought  to  trust  me." 

« I  can't  help  it,  Randy !  I  can't  help  it!"  the 
woman  answered  in  an  imploring  voice.  ''If  you  go 
back  on  me,  I'll  kill  myself!  " 

"  I'm  not  going  back  on  you,"  he  said  rather  irately. 
"  But  why  can't  you  show  a.  little  judgment  and  not 
get  me  in  trouble !  " 

She  burst  into  sobs,  which,  combining  with  a  fit  of 
coughing,  rendered  her  speechless.  Thereupon  he 
gently  aided  her  to  be  seated  on  the  steps,  and  sat  down 
beside  her,  and  talked  several  minutes  in  a  low  remon- 
strative  mutter  that  was  almost  inaudible.  Tresontly 
she  was  seized  with  another  convulsion  of  coughing,  and 
when  that  ended,  he  insisted  on  her  going.  She  seemed 
reluctant,  and  hung  back  when  he  had  raised  her  to 
her  feet ;  but  he  drew  her  down  the  brick  path  to  the 
sidewalk.  Then  for  a  short  while  they  lingered  in 
earnest  conversation,  while  the  street-lamp  at  the  cor- 
ner danced  a  dim  flicker  of  leaf-shadows  over  them. 

When  they  had  arisen  to  depart,  Beth  had  seen  some- 
thing black  fall  unnoticed  from  the  woman's  lap.  This 
small  object  still  lay  like  a  small  black  snake  upon  the 
steps.  Acting  as  fierce  impulse  drove  her,  the  girl 
darted  stealthily  from  her  hiding-place,  picked  up  the 
object,  which  proved  to  be  a  black  lisle  glove,  and  quick 
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as  a  cat  hid  herself  again  behind  the  wall.  She  slipped 
home  through  Keg  Alley  unseen,  and  flung  off  the 
shawl  as  soon  as  she  was  in  the  house. 

Not  five  minutes  later,  a  click  at  the  front  gate  an- 
nounced Randall  Harris's  coming.  Beth  received  him 
at  the  front  steps.  Head  bared,  he  came  .swiftly 
towards  her,  and  in  his  eager  earnest  manner  put  out  his 
hand,  smiling. 

"  I  should  have  been  here  sooner,  Beth,  but  I  met 
with  a  delay." 

She  turned  aside  to  pluck  a  leaf  from  a  near-by  bush, 
and  pretending  not  to  observe  his  outstretched  hand, 
walked  a  few  paces  down  the  path,  wliither  he  followed 
her. 

"  A  de-lay  ?  '*  she  drawled  over  her  shoulder.  "  Don't 
you  sometimes  get  your  syllables  reversed?  " 

Beth  had  a  habit  of  punning  sometimes,  and  Randall 
laughed  now,  a  trifle  uncertainly. 

"  Well,  supposing  it  was  a  lady,"  he  said ;  "  no  lady 
nor  anybody  else  can  deprive  me  of  one  minute  I  might 
have  spent  with  you,  without  my  feeling  I  had  been 
robbed !  No,  no,  Beth,"  he  added  quickly ;  « it's  you 
alone  I  think  of,  all  day  long." 

"  Indeed,  it's  a  pity  you  should  waste  your  time," 
she  murmured,  and  her  elaborate  air  of  indifference 
daunted  him. 

"You  don't  act  as  you  did  last  night,  Beth!"  said 
he.  "Don't  you  believe  me.?  All  day  while  I  sit  at 
my  desk  trying  to  fix  my  thoughts  on  my  books,  a  crowd 
of  vague  hopes  swarms  about  my  senses  like  seeds  lifted 
by  tho  wind,  that  seek  to  =ow  themselves.     And  if  night 
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comes  and  I  don't  get  to  see  you, — why,  it's  a  black 
day  for  me !  But  you  act  so  strangely  now.  I  thought 
we  had — reached  our  understanding  last  night,  Beth. 
Don't  you  believe  me  now?  " 

"  Oh,  well,"  she  answered  dryly ;  "  perhaps  it  isn't 
wise  to  accept  payment  in  the  dark.  I  am  not  ignorant 
that  you  have      .      .      .      other  interests." 

"  But  'hey're  all  bound  up  in  you,  Beth! "  he  cried. 
"  Just  wait !  I  think  God  gives  beauty  to  some  women 
to  be  candles  to  men  !  Why,  you've  made  me  ambitious  ! 
Now  that  you've  confessed  as  you  did,  last  night. 

."  And  then,  as  she  turned  and  laughed  in  his 
face,  he  indignantly  demanded,  "  What  have  I  said  to 
cause  laughter?  " 

"  I  was  thinking  how  funny  it  sounds  to  hear  you 
try  to  sing  '  O  Promise  Me '  to  the  tune  of  '  The  Girl 
I  Left  Behind  • '  "     And  she  laughed  again. 

"  Beth ! "  exclaimed  he  with  an  incredulous  quaver 
in  his  voice.  "  Beth !  What  do  you  mean  by  such 
talk?" 

"  Aren't  my  words  plain  ?  "  she  drawled.  "  Or  didn't 
you  catch  the      .      .      .      veiled  allusion  ? " 

Foolishly  twiddling  his  hat  he  stood  before  her  a 
moment  like  one  confounded.  But  of  a  sudden  he 
stepped  forward  and  seized  one  of  her  hands  and  drew 
it  up  against  his  breast. 

"What  new  slander  have  you  heard  about  me?  "  he 
asked  sternly ; — and  as  he  folt  the  coldness  of  hor  hand, 
he  somewhat  iirelevantly  added,  "  My  God !  Your  hand 
is  like  ice !  "     His  own  was  burning. 

"  Well,  I  might  put  this  glove  on,"  she  suggested. 
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displaying   in   her  other  hand    the   bhick   lisle    glove. 
"  You  recognise  it,  no  doubt  ?  " 

"  Beth !  Beth !  "  said  he,  imploring  her  by  his  voice 
and  eyes.  "  You  wrong  nio !  You  must  have  heard 
some  gossip  that  makes  things  look  dark  against  me, 
and  I  know  there's  a  pack  of  old  faults  on  my  record. 
Perhaps  you  think  by  showing  me  this  glove  you've  got 
me  in  a  comer.      .      .      ." 

"  Yes,  the  church-corner,"  she  retorted  with  a  smile 
that  made  him  wince. 

"  Ah,  don't  condemn  me  too  hastily,  Beth !  If  you'd 
only  trust  me.      .      .      ." 

"  How  familiar  that  sounds ! "  said  she,  smilinjr  more 
broadly  to  outface  her  earnest  eyes.  *'  I  heard  you  use 
those  words  once  before,  this  evening.  As  for  this 
glove, — I  picked  it  up  on  the  church-steps  after  en- 
joying the  eloquent  plea  you  made  to  your  friend  there. 
You  were  quite  as  plausible  then.  Here; — please  re- 
store it  to  her  with  my — my  sympathy." 

She  laid  the  glove  across  his  sleeve ;  and  he  dropped 
her  cold  hand  and  made  a  wild  abrupt  gesture  of 
despair. 

"  To-morrow  I  meant  to  swallow  my  pride  and  humble 
myself  before  my  father  and  start  anew,"  he  said  gloom- 
ily. "Oh,  I  might  have  known!  A  fellow's  old  sin^ 
cling  about  his  neck  till  they  drag  him  down.  My  good 
purposes  fall  apart  by  their  own  weight.  I  grasped  at 
too  much  to  hold  any." 

The  storm  gathering  in  the  east  had  risen  now  high 
above  the  trees.  He  folded  his  arms  and  gazed  straigh*^ 
before  him  at  a  handsbreadth  of  sky  between  the  trees, 
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Ktill  clenr  and  inlaid  with  stars.  A  star  flashed  down- 
ward through  that  narrow  rift.  He  opened  the  gate 
then,  and  departed;  and  all  along  the  sky  there  was  a 
flicker  and  loud  growl  of  thunder.  A  sudden  hot  wind 
swept  up  dust  and  leaves  and  sent  them  scurrying  along 
the  street. 

Beth  walked  slowly  into  the  house  and  shut  its  door 
behind  her.  She  walked  into  the  sitting-room.  Her 
Aunt  Purthenia  had  lighted  a  lamp  there  and  begun 
to  (l.irn  a  stocking.  A  couple  of  bright  red  splashes 
burnt'd  on  the  girl's  cheeks,  although  the  rest  of  her 
Incv  WHS  very  pule.     Her  eyes  sparkled  like  diamonds. 

"And  now,  aunty,  dear,"  said  she,  smiling  gaily 
as  tlie  thunder  rolled  overhead,  "now  for  the  treatise! 
Where  did  you  put  it?  " 
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THAT  something  had  gone  wrong  with  Randall 
Harris  an3^body  with  half  an  eye  might  have 
seen  Friday  morning.  He  ate  two  inouthfuls 
for  breakfast,  threw  on  his  macintosh — for  the  rain 
had  continued  all  night, — and  started  down  the  gravel 
driveway  to  the  office.  His  mother  anxiously  followed 
him  to  the  porch  and  tried  to  get  him  to  take  an  um- 
brella, but  he  merely  gave  an  impatient  shake  of  his 
head  and  strode  on. 

His  face  was  old  and  sallow,  his  eyes  hollow  from 
loss  of  sleep;  and  instead  of  studying  he  sat  with  a 
volume  of  Daniel  "  On  Negotiable  Instruments  "  neg- 
lected on  his  knee,  stared  out  of  the  window  at  the 
pouring  rain,  and  bit  his  thumbnails.  Judge  Trench 
laid  a  hand  on  his  shoulder  and  asked  if  he  was  feeling 
bad.  As  for  Napoleon  Nickell,  whose  mind  was  already 
honeycombed  with  suspicion,  that  astute  one  could 
hardly  operate  his  typewriter,  so  engrossed  was  be  in 
observing  these  symptoms. 

"  Rule  One— Gauge  your  man,"  he  muttered,  and 
every  little  while  emitted  a  snort  more  icjgressive  and 
more  indicative  of  distrust  than  before. 

Tag  Hibbard,  taking  his  cue  from  the  clerk,  got  down 
under  a  desk,  on  the  pretext  of  picking  up  some  spijjed 
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matches  but  really  to  bring  his  fishy  eyes  to  bear  on 
the  law  student  in  one  unwinking  stare. 

All  this  covert  surveillance  drove  the  unfortunate  re- 
cipient of  it  wellnigh  distracted.  Seveml  times  on 
glancing  around  he  discovered  two  pairs  of  optics  being 
hastily  diverted  to  other  objects.  First  he  scowled 
fearfully,  then  broke  into  an  angry  laugh. 

"  See  hero,  Nap,"  olurted  lie.  "  What  in  the  name  of 
Foxy  Quillcr  do  you  think  you've  got  on  me?  " 

But  Napoleon  Nickell  had  learned  to  keep  his  own 
counsel.  He  merely  pursed  his  lips,  and  permitted  no 
indiscreet  revelations  to  escape  from  the  Local  Repre- 
sentative of  the  National  Correspondence  Detective 
Bureau.  At  intervals  during  the  day,  when  he  had 
occasion  to  go  out  on  some  errand,  his  departure  from 
the  office  was  a  masterpiece  of  craft.  He  sauntered, 
carelessly  over  to  the  wall,  making  believe  to  observe 
nobody,  slapped  his  cap  on  his  bristling  shock  of  black 
hair,  opened  the  door,  darted  one  lightning  glance  up 
and  down  the  hall  to  discover  any  possible  lurkers, 
stepped  out,  and  closed  the  door  with  u  bang.  His 
heavy  footfalls  could  be  heard  desccntling  towards  the 
street,  ,ind  he  whistled  loudly  all  the  way,  the  sounds 
diminishing  in  the  distance.  And  then — just  when 
everybody  supposerl  him  gone — the  door  flew  open,  and 
like  a  thought  he  was  back  again  on  the  pretence  of 
having  forgotten  his  umbrella. 

Verily  if  anything  surreptitious  was  going  on  in  that 
office,  or  In  that  building,  or,  in  fact,  anywhere  in  Bou- 
lah,  the  Local  Representative  of  the  National  Corre- 
spondence Defertivo  Bureau  was  the  one  to  uncarlh  it. 
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Of  late  Nickell  had  contracted  a  habit  of  rovmg 
about  in  alleys  and  back  lanes  after  dark.  It  had  been 
on  the  previous  Monday  evening  that  Randall,  as  he 
rang  the  doorbell  at  Sam  lliggs's  lodging  on  Grc.a 
Lane,  where  he  had  frequent  occasion  to  make  brief 
visits,  believed  he  saw  a  black  hirsute  horn  rise  dimly 
above  a  board  fence  across  the  street  and  heard  a  sup- 
pressed snort.  So  positive  was  he  of  this  that  he  took 
a  short  run  and  vaulted  the  fence, — which  bordered  the 
side-yard  of  Dick  Hillary's  grocery ;  but  he  could  dis- 
cover nothing  among  the  wilderness  of  empty  packing- 
cases,  crates,  and  boxes ;  and  as  Mrs.  Kraus,  the  cash- 
ier's landlady,  had  already  opened  her  door  in  response 
to  the  bell  and  was  peering  up  and  down  the  street 
to  find  what  mischievous  urchin  had  played  her  such  a 
trick,  he  hurriedly  revaulted  tlie  fence. 

This  had  been  only  one  of  several  occasions  when 
Randall  had  suspected  the  amateur  detective  of  dogging 
his  footsteps.  And  not  only  he,  but  Sam  Riggs  and 
Hans  Joquet  seemed  to  be  receiving  the  same  polite  at- 
tention. One  day  about  the  middle  of  the  month  the 
little  shopkeeper  had  hailed  Randall,  who  was  passing 
by,  and  had  drawn  him  into  the  store  and  asked  him 
with  a  great  appearance  of  anxiety  if  he  had  said  any- 
thing which  might  cause  the  law-clerk  to  spy  on  him. 

"  For,"  said  Hans,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  "  the 
gentleman  seems  to  entertain  the  wish  to  peep  in  at 
my  back  windows  after  dark.  Twice  have  I  seen  him 
to  lurk  about." 

Randall  had  assured  him  that  he  had  said  nothing. 

"It  Is  jusl  Ntip's  latest  hobby  to  stick  lliat  red  nose 
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of  his  where  it  doesn't  Ik-Iomk  "  ho  infornuil  the  for- 
eigner. "  He  eoinpleted  a  torrespondence  course  with 
one  of  those  correspondence  schools,  and  now  lie  thinks 
himself  a  real  Sherlock  Hohnes." 

Friday  was  a  miserable  day.  It  had  rained  heavily 
all  ni^ht,  and  at  inttrvals  (hirinfr  thr  morning  violent 
showers  fell.  But  towards  evenin^r  the  wtHthcr  seemed 
somewhat  inclined  to  dear.  About  sunset  the  clouds 
broke,  and  although  the  sky  was  tilled  w!'  masses  of 
threatening  purple,  the  sun,  as  it  sank  behind  the  woods 
on  Crow's  \cst,  shone  out  and  gilded  the  drenched  land- 
scape. 

Beth  Andrews  had  worked  feverishly  on  the  immortal 
treatise  all  the  rainy  day.  After  supper,  before  re- 
suming her  labours  in  the  cau^e  of  feiniiiiiie  huiiiunitv, 
she  walked  out  to  the  gate,  and  stood  there  bareheaded 
a  while,  to  drink  the  cool  fresh  air  which  had  followed 
the  storm.  She  was  standing  thus,  almost  the  only 
person  visible  on  the  street,  when  a  horseman,  who  must 
have  descended  the  steep  road  from  Crow'^  Nesf.  rode 
eastward  past  the  house  on  a  white-faced  sorrel  pony. 
It  was  already  dusk  at  the  time,  but  Beth  could  see 
that  man  and  beast  were  smeared  and  caked  with  mud. 
The  animal  had  gone  badly  lame,  and  showed  every 
sign  of  exhaustion;  it  could  hardly  limp  along  at  a 
footpace ;  but  still  the  man  urged  it. 

The  girl's  white  dress  must  have  caught  the  rider's 
eye,  for  he  jerked  the  pony  roughly  over  to  the  gutter, 
touched  his  hat,  and  leaned  towards  her  from  his  sad- 
dle. 

"Your  pardon,  lady,"  said  ho  in    a    low    n-uarded 
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voice.  **  I'm  sorter  strange  to  this  end  of  town.  I've 
sorter  lost  my  benrings.  Could  you  tell  me  the  quickest 
way  to  get  to  Mr.  Harris  •  house?  " 

He  spoke  so  cautiously  that  Beth  walked  out  to  the 
curbstone  to  catch  his  words.  She  thereby  also  ob- 
tained a  closer  view  of  his  features,  which  awakoncd  in 
her  a  vague  dislike.  He  wore  a  brown  derby  hat  puUefJ 
down  low  over  his  forehead;  his  eyes  were  small  and 
set  close  together;  and  his  nose  was  the  longest  she 
had  ever  seen. 

"Do  you  mean  General  Tom  Harris.""  And  she 
indicated  how  he  should  go  in  order  to  reach  the  big 
house  cast  of  town. 

"  Yes'm,"  said  the  sinister-looking  horseman,  his  nar- 
row eyes  shifting  to  and  fro  over  lier  as  he  sought  to 
charge  his  memory.  "  To  the  schoolhouse,  then  turn 
to  my  left.  Yes'm.  ...  I  reckon  his  son  lives 
there  too.?     It's  the  young  one  I  havi«  to  sec." 

"  Mr.  Handall  Harris?     Yes,  that  is  also  his  home." 

♦'  ^furh  ohligod.  Miss." 

He  rode  on.  Unmercifully  smiting  and  kicking  the 
liuiie  pony,  he  even  goaded  it  to  a  sort  of  slow  canter. 
JJcth  shiKldercd  jind  returned  indoors. 

A  few  minutes  later  her  father  came  up  the  sidewalk 
walking  slowly,  accompanied  by  Napoleon  Nickell.  The 
two  stood  out  by  the  gate  quite  a  while,  talking  in  low 
tones,  and  then  Nickell  dodged  across  the  street,  un- 
mindful of  the  deep  mud;  and  Mr.  Andrews  came  into 
tlie  house  and  went  directly  to  his  room.  It  seemed  as 
tiioni.di  evc^rylindv  was  somehow  rharfod  w!f-h  •^iys.^orv 
Mystery  brooded  in  the  air.     Even  the  katydids  and 
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treefrogs  forcbore  to  lift  their  raucous  voices ;  a  deep 
hush  had  fallen  on  the  town. 

But  presently  the  unwonted  quiet  was  broken  by  a 
barking  of  dogs  down  the  street.  These  noises  grew 
louder,  approaching,  and  soon  there  was  mingled  with 
them  the  sound  of  r-any  feet  on  the  sidewalk.  Mis?. 
Parthenia  and  her  niece  flew  simultaneously  to  the  front 
door  to  discover  the  cause  of  so  much  canine  excitement. 
The  spectacle  which  greeted  their  eyes  had  been  seen 
on  the  streets  of  Beulah  on  one  previous  occasion. 

Foremost,  in  the  fading  light,  trotted  half  a  do/cn 
small  boys,  who  stared  backward  at  the  object  of  thrir 
curiosity  us  has  been  the  invariable  habit  of  small  boys 
ever  since  circus-clowns  or  brass-bands  or  performing 
bears  have  existed.  Next  caine  Mrs.  IMary  Thorne  in 
her  widow's  weeds,  bearing  solemnly  on  her  palms  be- 
fore her  the  famous  cherry  wood  box, — like  a  portly 
priestess  carrying  in  procession  the  sacred  casket  of 
the  faith.  Close  behind  her  tramped  her  gigantic 
negro  servant,  Pluto,  shotgun  on  shoulder,  on  his  arm 
a  lighted  lantern  swaying  that  gleamed  a  golden  yellow 
in  the  dusk.  Finally,  at  the  end  of  his  cliain,  draggr  1 
and  half  strangled,  cainc  the  reluctant  (Jrip|)er,  trans- 
formed to  a  frantic  contortionist  by  rage  against  the 
mongrel  allies  who  gleefully  yelped  and  snapped  at  his 
unprotected  flanks. 

"  An  all-wise  Providence  designed  that  woman,"  mut- 
tered Miss  Parthenia,  "  to  keep  this  town  supplied  with 
something  to  talk  about." 

"  She's  coming  in  here !  "  whispered  Beth. 

Mrs.  Thorne  did  indeed  enter  the  yard  and  advance 
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towards  the  house.  Pluto  following  inside  the  fence 
and  shutting  the  gate  between  Gripper  and  his 
foes,  deposited  his  lantern  on  the  stone-walk  and 
stood  on  guard  there,  "'PDassivcly  leaning  on  his  shot- 
gun. 

"Well,  I  did  g!\  here  sate  at  last!"  declared  the 
widow  as  soon  as  i?  <;  icaclied  the  doorstep.  "  Where's 
Joe  Andrews  ?  " 

"  Here  I  anri,"  answered  the  banker's  voice  behind 
Miss  Parthenia  and  Beth,  from  the  recesses  of  the 
dark  hull.  He  had  come  running  downstairs  in  his 
shirtsleeves.  "  What's  all  this  infernal  racket  about?  " 
cried  he  irritably,  presenting  himself.  "  Good  heavens, 
what  a  noise  those  dogs  make!" 

"  I  have  come,  Joe  Andrews,"  said  Widow  Thome  in 
her  ponderous  way,  "  to  return  you  the  box  I  took  home 
the  other  week.  I  have  thought  it  best,  on  the  whole. 
Here  it  is."  She  transferred  the  casket  to  Mr.  Andrews's 
astonished  and  passive  hands.  "•  Now  give  me  my  re- 
ceipt," said  she,  as  though  it  were  the  simplest  matter 
in  the  world.  "  Oh,  this  is  such  a  relief ! "  And  she 
breathed  a  heartfelt  sigh. 

"  Why,  why,  great  Jehosaphat,  ma'm ! "  cried  the 
banker,  looking  down  helplessly  at  his  unwelcome  bur- 
den. "  At  this  hour  of  night  do  you  come  to  me  and 
ask  uic  to  take  charge  of  some  fifteen  or  twenty  thou- 
sand dollars  in  a  box?  Here!  Take  this  back!  I 
have  no  safe  in  my  house.  It's  after  banking  hours. 
The  bank's  closed.  My  cashier  has  the  keys  and  the 
combination,  and  the  time-lock  is  set.  Here;  I  re- 
fuse!    Take  this  b-sck,  I  s-ay!" 
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Mr.s.  Thorne  retreated  as  he  advanced.  She  waved 
her  hands. 

"It's  safer  in  jour  hands  than  mine,"  said  she. 
"I'm  expecting  my  house  to  be  robbed  most  any 
ininute!  " 

"  Robbed !  "  exclaimed  her  three  listeners. 
"Yes,  robbed;— and  mark  me  well!  For  the  last 
two  mortal  hours  I've  been  sitting  on  that  box  in  my 
upstairs  front  bedroom  under  bolts  and  bars  reading 
my  prayer-book,  and  Pluto  with  Gripper  and  the  loaded 
gun  m  the  kitchen,  and  Salome  in  the  parlour  witli  three 
flatirons  and  a  broken  horse-pistol.  But  when  it  got 
darker  and  darker,  and  I  reaHsed  I'd  have  to  sit  there 
the  live-long  night  and  never  wink  an  eye  or  I'd  be 
robbed,— the  strain  became  too  great  even  for  ?»// 
nerves  to  bear.  So  I  had  Pluto  light  his  lantern  and 
keep  close  behind  me  with  his  gun  and  the  dog,  and  I 
brought  the  box  here." 

"  But  what  makes  vc  ^  think  your  house  is  more 
likely  to  be  robbed  tlian  mine.'"  demanded  Mr.  An- 
drews, wlujsc  irritation  was,  for  one  of  his  usual  self- 
control,  strangely  open. 

"  What  makes  me  think  so.?  Didn't  I  ju,t  this  af- 
ternoon find  my  swoet-allyssum  trampled'  dov.j,,  ami 
footprints  under  the  pantry-window.?— yos,  and  a  wire 
shoved  up  between  the  sashes,  where  robbers  Ik.«I  trie! 
to  push  the  latch?  It  must  have  been  done  last  night 
while  we  were  all  asleep  in  our  beds,— and  the  dog  never 
barked  once,  which  I  can't  understand,— and  I  never 
knew  a  thing  about  it  till  I  started  to  water  my  flower- 
beds this  evening.     Mark  me  well!     The  robbers  have 
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traced  that  money-box  to  my  house!       They're  after 
it!" 

"  How  could  they  help  knowing  of  it ! "  exclaimed 
the  banker.  "  You  took  care  to  parade  home  with 
it  before  all  the  town.  And  now  you  parade  up 
here  with  it!  My  house  is  just  as  easily  broken 
into ! " 

"  Mark  me  well,  it  was  to-night  thoy  meant  to  carry- 
it  off!"  cried  Mrs.  Thorne,  unmindful  of  his  criticism. 
"  Something  told  me  it  was  to  warn  me  of  danger  that 
the  spirit  of  my  poor  dear  abused  nephew  appeared  to 
me  in  my  own  kitchen  night  before  last  and  stood  with 
its  hand  on  the  pickle  jar.  H  it  wasn't  for  that,  what 
was  it  ?     Answer  me  that !  " 

"Spirit,  hmp!"  muttered  Miss  Parthenia.  "If  I 
could  just  lay  a  broomstick  on  the  spirit  that  tore 
those  leaves  out  of  my  notebook ! "  But  her  comment 
passed  unnoticed  in  the  excitement. 

"  My  house  isn't  a  bit  safer  than  youi's,"  reiterated 
Mr.  Andrews.  Uneasiness  luanifoslcd  itself,  not  only 
in  his  gestures  and  voice,  but  a  pallor  had  spread  over 
his  face,  visible  in  spite  of  the  darkness.  "  Now  that 
you've  brought  this  stuff  here  in  torchlight  procession, 
accompanied  by  half  the  dogs  and  children  in  towi., — 
what's  to  keep  the  robbers  from  knowing  about  it.' 
Why  can't  they  break  in  here?  " 

"  It  would  be  such  an  easy  place  to  burglarise,"  Miss 
Parthenia  suggested. 

"  For  instance,  it  would  be  no  job  to  climb  that  pil 
lar  at  the  side-porch,  with  the  ivy  coiled  around  it," 
the  banker  added. 
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"Oh  don't!  "  said  Beth  faintly  at  this,  her  imagina- 
tion rather  getting  the  better  of  her. 

"  Confound  it,  ma'm!  »  said  the  irate  banker,  making 
another  effort  to  return  the  box.  "I  can't  assume  a 
responsibility  like  this  at  such  an  hour!  " 

But  the  widow  backed  away  whenever  he  advanced, 
and  she  obstinately  declined  to  accept  the  box. 

"Do  you  wan't  to  be  the  death  of  me!"  she  pro. 
tested.  "  I  can't  sit  up  all  night  shivering  ir  my 
shoes ! "  o  J 

"But  pray,  what  can  I  do.?" 
"  Give  me  a  receipt  for  it." 
The  banker  groaned  in  futilo  exasperation. 
"  Perhaps  we  could  keep  the  box    safe    here    long 
enough,  papa,"  Beth  now  struck  in,-"  Aunt  Parthy 
and  I    and    Lena    and    old    Oato-four    „f    us-long 
enough  for  you  to  get  Sam   Rigg.,  ,nd  you  and  he 
could  come  and  get  the  box  an(J  put  it  in  the  bank." 

To  this  advice  Mr.  Andrews  listened  at  first  eagerly 
and  then  with  an  impatient  declination. 

"  Xo   no  .'-not  In  the  bank  to-night !  "  said  he,  shak- 
ing his  head  and  frowning. 
"  But  why  not  ?  " 

"Well,  for  one  thing— the  time-lock's  set  by  this 
tnnr,  '  he  stammered.  From  his  manner,  however,  it  was 
evident  this  reason  was  only  a  pretext.  «  Xo,  no' 
Such  a  place  is  not  to  be  thought  of  to-night." 

"Even  though  you  can't  open  the  big  vault,"  said 
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Beth,  "  there  are  plenty  of  bolts  and  locks  besides,  and 
there  is  Sylvester  Cobb  as  night-watchman." 

"  No,  no !  "  Mr.  Andrews  repeated  more  emphatically 
and  angrily.  "  It's  not  to  be  thought  of !  Not  the 
bank  to-night!"  Then  an  inspiration  came  to  him. 
"  But  Squire  Jenkins  has  a  good  iron  safe  in  his  house," 
muttered  he.  "  I  suppose  I  could  get  '  im  to  let  me 
lock  it  up  there." 

"  The  very  thing ! "  exclaimed  Beth  and  her  aunt 
together. 

On  this  happy  thought  Mr.  Andrews's  objection  to 
taking  charge  of  the  chcrrywood  box  ended.  He  went 
iiito  the  house  and  wrote  out  a  receipt,  and  Mrs.  Thorne 
and  her  body-guard  disappeared  down  the  street  amid 
an  antiphonal  chorus  of  yelps  and  growls.  Immcdia- 
ately  afterwards  the  banker  locked  all  the  doors  and 
windows  of  the  house,  except  those  of  the  kitchen,  where 
Lena  was  still  at  work  and  old  Cato  was  eating  his 
.-^apper.  Cato,  who  slept  in  a  room  over  the  stable 
•and  was  almost  asMeaf  as  a  stone,  was  not  likely  to  be 
of  much  help  in  protecting  the  house  from  bui'glars ; 
but  Mr.  iVndre^vs  saw  fit  to  impress  upon  him  the 
gravity  of  the  situation.  He  also  warned  Lena  to 
lock  her  door  and  windows  the  moment  the  old  negro 
had  retired.  These  safeguards  observed,  the  banker 
donned  his  hat  and  coat,  preparatory  to  sallying  out 
to  hunt  up  Squire  Jenkins  and  persuade  him  to  accept 
the  box.  He  paused  at  the  door  to  beg  of  Beth  that 
she  use  the  utmost  vigilance  in  guarding  the  box  till  his 
return. 
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"  Sow  I  trust  it  particularly  to  you,"  said  he.  "  For 
hcavcn\s  .akc  don't  fail  nne!  I  could  almost  swear  a 
disaster  ,s  impending."  And  he  stood  a  while  drum- 
ming his  fingers  on  the  doorknob  and  frowning  like  one 
who  has  something  more  on  his  mind,  which  he  is 
tempted  to  divulge.  Indeed,  since  assuming  respon- 
sibility for  the  box,  his  air  of  exaggerated  anxiety  had 
indicated  either  that  his  nervous  system  was  badly  shat- 
tered or  that  he  had  grounds  for  apprehension  unknown 
to  the  others. 

"Never  fear,  popsy!"  Beth  reassured  him,  baring 
her  smooth  white  arms  to  the  shoulder  and  striking  a 
gallant  attitude  of  boxing.  "  The  robber  that  gets 
a  thing  in  this  house  will  have  to  fight  like  fury'  I 
spent  an  hour  in  the  gym  every  day  at  college.  Just 
see  my  muscle !  " 

Mr.  Andrews  emitted  a  ghost  of  a  laugh  as  he  went 
out. 

But  Beth  was  very  much  in  earnest  about  protcctin-. 
the  box.     She  locked   and   barred  the  door  after  her 
father,  and  at  once  carried  the  treasure  upstairs  to 
her  own  room,  whither  Miss  Parthenia  shortly  followed 
Both  women  were  nervous,  starting  at  the  iJast  sound, 
for  the  r  >culiar  disquietude  of  the  man  of  the  house, 
to  whom  they  were  accustomed  to  look  for  courao-e,  had 
reacted  upon  them  and  rendered  them  more  timorous 
than  they  would  otherwise  have  been.     Thev  shut  the 
bedroom  door  and  turned  up  the  lamp  to  its' full  blaze 
Miss  Parthenia  endeavoured  to  resume  the  darning  on 
which  she  had  been  engaged,  while  Beth  took  up  the 
great  treatise. 
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For  fifteen  or  twenty  niinutcs  they  sat  thus  together. 
Beth  expressed  some  wonder  that  her  father  should 
be  gone  so  long,  and  Miss  Parthenia  suggested  that 
perhaps  lie  had  not  found  the  squire  at  home  and  had 
gone  in  search  of  him.  Then  they  were  disturbed  by 
Lena's  coming  upstairs  from  her  kitchen  and  announc- 
ing through  the  closed  door  that  Bob  Mason  had  ar- 
rived. Bob  Mason  was  a  negro  who  had  been  doing 
some  repair  work  on  a  piece  of  farm-property  belong- 
ing to  Mr.  Andrews,  and  had  called  to  make  a  report 
and  get  his  pay.  So  Miss  Parthenia  went  down  to  the 
kitchen  to  attend  to  him. 

Beth  remained  on  guard  alone  over  the  cherrywood 
box.  She  had  set  the  box  on  the  table  at  her  dbow, 
and  had  drawn  the  window-blinds  close,  and  now  felt 
so  snug  and  secure  that  she  was  half  inclined  to  smile 
at  the  panicky  condition  into  which  the  household  had 
been  thrown. 

"  It's  all  nonsense,"  murmured  she,  comfortably  cross- 
ing her  feet  and  numbering  the  next  page  of  the 
treatise.     "  Widow  Thorne  is  a  born  blood-curdler." 

And  just  then  there  arose  on  the  staircase  outside 
her  door  an  odd  quick  rustling  noise  that  made  her 
spring  up  and  press  her  palms  to  tiie  sides  of  her  face 
ill  sudden  terror.  There  was  a  low  gasping  sort  of 
shriek,  scarcely  audible;  and  Miss  Parthenia  rushed— 
or  fell,  rather— into  the  room.  Her  lank  grey  hair 
h.ul  got  loose  from  its  comb  and  hung  about  her  gaunt 
cheeks,  wliich  had  faded  to  the  hue  of  putty ;  her  steel- 
rimmed  glasses,  perched  on  top  of  her  temples,  k-nt  to 
her  face  a  grotesque  /^'roping  a^p^ct  of  surprise  like 
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that  of  a  snail  that  puts  forth  its  pronged  eyes  from 
its  shell ;  and  altogether  she  was  in  a  fearful  state. 

"  Oh,  horrors !  what  has  happened !  "  gasped  Beth. 

"  Bu-hu-burglars ! "  stuttered  Miss  Parthenia  in  a 
thrilling  whisper,  and  pointed  behind  her  downstairs. 


XVII 


THE  apparition  which  had  confronted  Mrs.  Thome 
in  her  kitchen   Wednesday  night  was  no  mere 
figment  of  the  widow's  brain  nor  a  materialisa- 
tion from  the  spirit-world.     The  hand  that  had  carried 
away  a  pickled  pigsfoot  had  previously  laid  the  pa- 
thetic verse  on  the  table;  and  it  was  the  same  hand 
that  afterwards   in   mischief  had  pinned   other  verses 
from    Miss    Parthenia    Andrews's    notebook    to     vari- 
ous doors.     In  short,  Zachary  Gilmore  had  become  fool- 
hardy from  the  tedium  of  his  hermitage  and  restricted 
diet.     Wednesday   evening  he  had  first  ventured  into 
town  to  pin  the  verse  en  his  aunt's  door  in  the  hope 
of  softening  her  heart  and  paving  the  way  for  a  rec- 
onciliation.    But  while  prowling  about  the  house  he 
discovered  the  pantry  window  open,  and,  taking  off  his 
.shoes,  crawled  in  to  get  something  to  cat.     When  he 
saw  the  pickle  jar  on  the  kitchen  tabic  and  his  aunt 
asleep  in  a  cha,, ,  he  wa-s  tempted  by  his  favourite  con- 
diment— with  what  result  is  already  known. 

Emboldened  and  exhilarated  by  this  adventure,  the 
fugitive  tried  again  on  Thursday  night  to  levy  on  his 
aunt's  provisions.  The  pantry-window  was  tightly 
latched  this  time,  however;  and  though  he  laboured  for 
upwards  of  an  hour  trying  to  open  the  catch  with  a 
wire,  while  the  delighted  Gripper  caressed  his  legs,  all 
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he  succeeded  in  doing  was  to  trample  tlio  flower-beds 
und  leave  evidence  of  a  burglarious  attempt. 

Zacharj-  belonged  to  that  tiumerous  class  of  optimists 
who  if  given  enough  rope  may  be  depended  on  to  iiang 
themselves.  Twice  he  had  ventured  into  town  and  re- 
turned in  safety.  It  was  therefore  a  matter  of  course 
that  on  Friday  evening,  af  er  the  long  rains,  he  should 
try  again.  An  imperative  motive,  namely,  hunger,  im- 
pelled him.  At  noon  he  had  devoured  the  last  of  his 
supplies,  spreading  a  last  morsel  of  deviled  ham  on  a 
last  morsel  of  cracker.  The  rain  prevented  Lena  from 
bringing  him  any  delicacies  during  the  afternoon ;  and 
Randall,  who  usually  visited  him  about  dusk,  failed  for 
the  first  time  to  put  in  an  appearance  at  the  barrack. 
Zaehary  sat  and  grumbled  until  after  seven  o'clock. 
Then,  still  supperless,  and  perceiving  that  the  cloudy 
sky  had  brought  on  a  premature  night,  he  put  on  the 
white  hat  which  Randall  had  given  him,  tilted  it  after 
the  original  owner's  distinctive  style,  and  boldly  issued 
fortiv. 

Till  he  reached  Sallie  McFardle's  cottage  he  kept 
behind  the  hedge.  There  he  crossed  the  road  to  get 
on  the  board-walk  and  also  to  obscure  himself  under 
the  deeper  shadow  of  a  line  of  poplars.  The  poplars 
sheltered  him  almost  as  far  as  the  corner  of  Green  Lane. 
There  was  a  treeless  stretch  of  sidewalk  of  some  forty 
feet,  but  ne  could  see  nobody  in  any  of  the  dooryards, 
and  covered  the  distance  at  a  rapid  dodging  walk  till 
he  reached  the  big  sycamore  on  the  corn(>r. 

He  was  gathering  himself  up  to  run  from  the  shelter 
of  the  svcamore  to  the  sliadow  oi"  u  briik  wail  un  tiie 
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opposite  side  of  the  street,  wlieii  the  noise  of  a.  vehicle, 
that  began  to  move  a  short  distance  down  (Jreen  Lane, 
caused  luni  to  draw  back.  In  a  moment  a  horse  and  rig 
came  whirHng  at  a  reckless'  slashing  run  around  the 
corner  into  Maple  Street,  and  vanished  eastward. 
Zachary,  who  h  d  got  an  eyeful  of  mud  from  the  flying 
hoofs  or  wheels,  perceived,  nevertheless,  that  thu  horse 
was  a  big  ugly  animal  \vhich  looked  like  General  Har- 
ris's pacer,  Judas,  and  that  there  were  three  men 
crowded  into  the  seat  of  the  open  wagon.  One  of  thera 
he  thought  was  Sam  Riggs. 

For  a  little  while  after  this  the  fugitive  hugged  the 
shadow  of  the  sycamore,  somewhat  shaken  in  spirit, 
and  trying  to  screw  up  his  courage.  Then  he  made  a 
dash  for  it,  and  got  across  Green  Lane  and  past  the 
lump-post  into  the  shadow  of  the  brick  wall.  On  the 
other  side  of  Maple  Street  he  could  see  Will  Turner 
working  over-time  in  his  shop.  The  blacksmith  stood 
pumping  the  long  handle  of  his  bellows  up  and  down, 
and  the  flaming  forge  snored  and  roared,  and  the  flare 
of  it  spreail  from  the  open  door  clear  across  the  road 
and  illumined  the  wall. 

"  Hello,  Randy ! "  Turner  called  out,  waving  a  bare 
sooty  arm  in  salute  because  he  recognised  the  familiar 
uhlte  hat  that  passed  swiftly  across  the  track  of  light. 

Zachary  dared  not  trust  his  voice  with  a  response, 
but  lie  waved  his  hand,  and  slipped  on  into  the  shadow 
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Finally,  he  got  as  far  as  Keg  Alley.  Where  Keg 
Alley  ended  at  Maple  Street,  Squire  Jenkins's  f  table 
occupied  one  corner.     Opposite  it  was   a  fence  which 
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formed  the  rttir  of  Huns  Joquet's  combined  store  and 
dwelling?.  A  street-lamp  burned  at  the  comer  on  the 
squire's  side  of  the  alley  and  made  objects  distinguish- 
able for  some  distance  around.  Zaclmry's  intention  was 
to  get  into  Keg  Alley  us  quickly  us  possible  urul  biyond 
the  rays  of  the  lump.  But  no  sooner  had  he  turned 
the  corner  and  entered  the  alloy,  wulking  very  lightly, 
than  he  ducked  behind  one  of  the  large  double-doors  of 
Squire  Jenkins's  stable  which  had  luckily  been  left  witle 
open. 

The  cause  of  his  abrupt  maniwivre  was  that  lie  had 
come  upon  a  man  crouching  against  the  back-fence  of 
Huns  Jocjuet's  yard,  /uchary  no  sooner  axertniiird 
that  he  had  been  able  fo  git  into  hiding  without  dis 
turbing  the  other,  than  he  anxiously  applied  his  eye  to 
a  crack  in  the  stable-door.  He  discovered  that  the 
eavesdropper  was  peeping  through  a  knothole  in 
Joquet's  fence  and  evidently  intent  upon  what  he  saw 
inside. 

Several  minutes  passed,  which  Zachary  occupied  in 
breathing  opprobrious  epithets  noiselessly  through  the 
crack  at  the  unknown  interrupter  of  his  progress. 
Presently  the  man  at  the  knothole  walked  on  tiptoe 
to  the  comer  of  the  alley,  looked  cautiously  up  and 
down  Maple  Street,  shading  his  eyes  with  his  palm, 
sounded  a  low  but  trucident  blast  on  his  nose,  and  re- 
turned to  the  knothole. 

"  Why,  it's  Nap  Nickell !  "  Zachary  exclaimed  undtr 
his  breath.  "  Why,  you  insignificant  little  son  of  a 
garter  snake!  "  he  moiithed  ,it  him  in  a  fury.  "  For  twj) 
cciits  uiui  ii  car-ticket  I'd  come  out  uiul  kick  vou  clean 
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through  that  knoihoU-!  How  l.)n«  \\.A  Rolng  to  kopp 
nie  hfre!  Go  on  about  your  business,  and  don't  wait 
till  I  make  you ! " 

The  unconscious  object  of  these  maledictions  con- 
tinued, liowever,  to  crouch  at  the  fence,  fascinated  ap- 
parently by  what  he  saw  going  on  in  Joquet's  premises. 
Then  he  stiffened  himself  into  a  most  intense  alertness, 
as  if  about  to  take  sudden  fli«^ht.  His  attitude  plainly 
showed  that  somebody  was  up|)roa(hing  the  fence  from 
the  inside.  Yet  he  kept  his  eye  glued  to  the  hole  to 
the  very  last. 

Joquet's  alley-gate  rattled.        Someone  was  coming 

out. 

Nickel!  made  a  stealthy  bound  straight  across  the 
alley.  He  had  lingered  so  long  at  his  point  of  obser- 
vation, only  because  he  felt  sure  of  a  hiding-place  close 
by.  He  leaped  to  conr-eal  himself  behind  that  Identical 
stable-door  which  already  screened  Zachary  Gilmore 
from  notice.  And  he  hpd  not  an  instant  to  spare,  for 
Joquet's  gate  was  opening. 

The  alarm  with  which  Zachary  viewed  through  the 
crack  of  the  door  the  prospect  of  meeting  an  old  ac- 
quaintance under  such  embarrassing  circumstances  for 
both,  stimulated  him  to  bold  action.  He  jumped  out 
upon  the  amateur  detective,  gave  him  a  tremendous 
sliove  that  drove  him  back  upon  the  gate,  and  at  once 
took  to  his  heels  down  Keg  Alley. 

Joquct  had  just  emerged  from  his  yard,  followed  by 
a  wlilte-bearded  man  carrying  a  bundle,  when  this 
human  catapult  was  flung  at  them.  They  sprang  back 
with  frightened  exclamations  in  a  foreign  tongue.     And 
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then  Joquet,  beside  himself  with  rage,  snatched  from 
under  his  coat  a  knife  that  glittered  in  the  uncertain 
light.  In  vain  the  white-bearded  man  cried  aloud  to 
him  some  gibberish  that  seemed  to  implore  him  to  be 
calm.  Nickell  had  landed  against  the  fence  and  was 
bewildoredly  recovering  his  balance,  when  Joquet,  rais- 
ing the  knife  high,  rushed  at  him  and  caught  him  by 
his  shock  of  unruly  black  hair. 

"  Cur-r-rsed  spy ! "  shrieked  Joquet,  ashen  with  rage 
and  rolling  his  r's  frightfully. 

He  plunged  the  gleaming  blade  down  upon  the  very 
heart  of  the  helpless  sleuth-hound  of  the  law ;  and  con- 
vinced that  murder  had  at  last  freed  him  from  espial, 
he  and  his  white-bearded  companion  fled  around  the 
comer  into  Maple  Street. 

Nickell  must  have  concluded  from  the  events  of  the 
last  few  moments  that  the  life  of  an  amateur  detective 
was  a  most  thrilling  succession  of  surprises.  As  the 
foreigner's  knife  smote  him  on  the  breast,  he  sat  down 
with  a  hard  bump  and  a  grunt.  Astounded  that  his 
heart  still  beat  and  no  blood  gushed  forth,  he  cautiously 
applied  his  hand  to  his  bosom,  and  discovered  to  his 
joy  that  the  point  of  the  knife  had  struck  exactly  on 
the  big  metal  badge  which  proclaimed  his  member- 
ship in  the  National  Correspondence  Detective  Bureau. 
Thereupon  he  jumped  up  like  a  giant  refreshed,  snorted, 
and  pluckily  took  after  Joquet  and  the  white-bearded 
man. 

These  final  dramatic  incidents  had  occurred,  however, 
beyond  the  pale  of  Zachary  Gilmore's  knowledge.  The 
instant  he  had  hurled  back  the  amateur  detective,  he 
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had  sprinted  down  Keg  Alley  as  fast  as  his  feet,  winged 
by  fear,  could  cover  the  ground.  Keg  Alley  was  rather 
a  lane  than  an  alley,  though  it  had  no  sidewalks.  On 
one  side,  the  sheds  of  the  substantial  Main  Street  resi- 
dences and  of  the  church,  abutting  on  it,  gave  it  the 
appearance  of  an  alley ;  but  on  the  other  side,  the  coop- 
er-shop and  a  number  of  straggling  negro-cabins 
fronted  it.  i'here  was  no  illumination,  other  than  the 
street-lamp  at  the  comer;  a  few  lights  glimmered  at 
the  windows  of  the  negro  hovels,  but  as  the  hovels  set 
back  some  distance  from  the  thoroughfare,  they  lent 
no  aid  towards  lighting  the  way.  The  fugitive  speed- 
ily found  himself  in  welcome  darkness.  Mud  and  wet 
weather  kept  the  inhabitants  of  the  cabins  indoors ;  and 
so  he  arrived  unobserved  under  the  brick  wall  and  car- 
riage-house which  bounded  the  rear  of  the  Andrews 
premises. 

Here  Zachary  paused  a  while  to  draw  breath.  Find- 
ing himself  unpursued,  he  hunted  along  the  wall  till 
he  found  a  small  cavity  where  a  piece  of  broken  brick 
had  fallen  out,  leaving  a  convenient  step  for  the  toe  of 
a  climber.  The  top  of  the  wall  had  been  fortified  in 
old  Elder  Bloodgood's  time  by  a  row  of  broken  glass, 
but  time  had  played  some  havoc  with  that  defence,  and 
Zachary,  drawing  himself  up,  scrambled  over,  and 
dropped  on  the  wet  grass  inside.  He  had  no  fear  of 
old  Cato,  the  coachman  and  gardener,  who,  besides  his 
deafness,  was  in  the  habit  of  going  to  bed  shortly  after 
dark.  As  for  dogs,  Lena  had  informed  liim  there  were 
none  at  present. 

The  Andrews  kitchen  was  brightly  lighted  up,  win- 
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(lows  and  door  wide  open.  Of  all  the  inhabitants  of 
Beulah,  the  German  cook  was  least  influenced  by  the 
prevailing  rumours  and  least  concerned  about  burglars ; 
for  she  believed  she  knew  the  real  source  of  all  those 
rumours.  Therefore  she  had  forgotten  Mr.  Andrews's 
admonition  about  locking  up  as  soon  as  Cato  had  eaten 
his  supper  and  retired.  She  was  moving  briskly  to  and 
fro  among  her  pots,  pans,  and  dishes,  with  her  sleeves 
rolled  above  her  plump  elbows,  and  was  singing  over 
her  work.  Her  round  honest  German  voice  trilled 
sweetly  out  into  the  night : 

"Host  mi'   allwtil  vertrottet 
Auf  die  Sommeri-zeit, 
Vn'  der  Sommer  itt  komma.    .    .    ." 

She  had  just  finished  wiping  the  dishes.  She  walked 
back  and  forth  from  table  to  cupboard,  putting  the 
cups,  saucers,  and  plates  on  the  shelves. 

"  Un'  mei'  Schatzerl'  ist  weit. 
Dui  duide,  dui  duide,  diri  dirie,  diri,  dirie-^." 

Warbling  like  a  bird,  she  gave  the  dishcloth  a  last 
sweep  around  the  rim  of  the  dishpan,  wrung  it  dry, 
hung  it  at  the  back  of  the  stove ;  and  then  lifting  the 
shining  dishpan  stepped  out  on  the  back-porch  to  empty 
it. 

"  Daheim  ist  mei'  Schatzerl', 
In  der  FremcP  bin  i'  hier.    .    .    ." 

Zachary  had  covertly  advanced  from  one  elm  or  hush 
to  another,  till  he  stood  within  a  few  steps  of  the  porch. 
He  called  to  her  in  a  soft  appealing  voice: 
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"  Lena !     Dearest  Lena ! " 

"Um  Gottesxdllen!  "  shrieked  the  Gcnnan  girl.  She 
let  the  pan  drop  with  a  crash,  splashing  dishwater  in 
all  directions,  and  jumped  for  the  door. 

"Aw,  scads,"  groaned  the  fugitive,  dodging  back 
among  the  shadows,  ten-ified  by  the  racket  she  made. 

Lena  had  recognised  the  tones  of  his  voice,  however. 
She  stopped  in  the  doorway,  and  turning  around 
whispered  his  name.  At  that  Zachary  rushed  for- 
ward with  the  exuberant  joy  of  one  whose  life  is  re- 
prieved. 

"  Aw,  Lena !  *'  cried  he.  "  I  couldn't  keep  away  from 
you,  honey !  Give  me  a  big  bouncing  German  kiss  and 
a  mouthful  of  home-cooking  or  I'm  a  dead  one.  I've 
risked  my  life  to  get  here ! " 

Wildly  excited  at  this  instance  of  devotion,  the  girl 
drew  him  into  the  kitchen.  She  hurriedly  locked  the 
door  and  drew  down  the  blinds,  and  then  set  before  him 
a  heaped  plateful  of  meat  and  vegetables,  and  a  cup 
of  lukewarm  coffee  from  what  was  left  in  the  coffee- 
pot. The  fugitive  fell  upon  the  provender  like  a  fam- 
ished savage,  grunting  his  bliss  and  gratitude  through 
a  stuffed  mouth.  Meanwhile,  she  hovered  about  him  in 
a  frenzy  of  affectionate  solicitude,  now  seating  herself 
beside  him  to  whisper  in  his  ear  some  words  of  her 
quaint  broken  English,  now  starting  up  at  some  fancied 
noise  inside  the  house,  to  listen  at  the  open  dining-room 
door. 

"  Lena,"  said  Zachary,  as  he  slipped  an  arm  about 
her  waist,  "if  you  ain't  just  the  best  Grerman  make, 
stem  winder,  Elgin  movement.     S'  help  me,  I'm  going 
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to  get  you  to  teach  me  that  language  of  yours,  if  it 
don't  loosen  my  teeth." 

"  Sieh  mal  hier — what  I  buy  for  you !  '*  said  Lena. 
Running  to  the  cupboard  she  brought  out  from  its 
remotest  recesses  a  new  package  of  smoking  tobacco. 

The  fugitive's  gratitude  effervesced  in  a  kiss  that 
smacked  so  loud  it  startled  them  both.  And  then  Lena, 
ascertaining  that  his  corncob  pipe  was  in  his  pocket, 
filled  it  for  him,  and  insisted  that  he  have  a  smoke  be- 
fore he  go.  Delight  had  made  her  reckless.  She  de- 
clared there  was  no  danger  of  anybody's  disturbing 
her  part  of  the  house  again  that  night.  And  indeed 
there  seemed  small  probabihty  of  it.  The  coloured 
housemaid.  Bob  Mason's  daughter,  Annie,  had  been 
staying  home  for  the  last  two  days  on  account  of  a 
sick  younger  sister;  and  the  ladies  of  the  house  had 
already  gone  upstairs. 

His  pipe  drawing  well,  and  one  arm  snugly  around 
Lena's  waist,  Zachary  had  settled  himself  for  an  en- 
joyable visit  and  was  just  enunciating  the  proposition 
that  everywhere  is  home  to  a  brave  man, — when  both 
were  brought  to  their  feet  in  consternation  by  a  slow 
heavy  lumbering  tread  on  the  porch  and  a  knock  at  the 
door. 

"  Oh,  murder! "  said  Zachary,  and  fled  into  the  dark' 
ened  dining-room,  and  hid  himself. 

After  some  parley  Lena  opened  the  door  to  admit 
Bob  Mason,  a  big  round-shouldered  negro  of  middle 
age,  who  shuffled  in,  cap  in  hand,  bowing  and  scraping, 
and  asked  to  see  Miss  Parthy. 

Lena  left  him  standing  in  the  kitchen.     She  paused 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


223 


in  the  dining-room  just  long  enough  to  cast  a  flurried 
glance  around  and  make  sure  the  fugitive  was  not  visi- 
ble, and  then  summoned  Miss  Parthenia,  who  at  once 
came  downstairs. 

The  negro  gave  an  account  of  the  work  he  had  done, 
which  consisted  chiefly  of  putting  some  new  shingles  on 
a  barn ;  and  Miss  Parthenia  paid  him  his  wages.  Af- 
terwards he  delayed  his  departure  a  few  moments  to 
speak  of  his  daughter's  illness,  which  he  said  resembled 
that  from  which  Mrs.  Kraus's  Uttle  girl  was  suffering. 
And  Miss  Parthenia,  who  was  not  above  a  weakness 
incident  to  ladies  of  mature  years,  namely,  of  imagining 
liiemselves  good  amateur  physicians,  gave  him  the  re- 
mains of  a  bottle  of  patent  medicine  which  she  thought 
might  help  his  daughter.  Meanwhile,  Lena,  guiltily 
conscious  of  the  unwashed  plate,  cup,  saucer,  knife, 
and  fork,  on  the  table,  took  the  opportunity  to  hide 
these  telltale  exhibits  under  her  apron  and  carry  them 
out  on  the  porch. 

When  Miss  Parthenia  had  bid  Bob  Mason  good-night, 
she  spent  several  minutes  in  restoring  to  the  cupboard 
such  bottles  as  she  had  taken  dovm  in  rummaging  for 
the  right  one.  Then,  finding  herself  alone  in  the 
kitchen  and  the  door  open,  she  called: 

"Lena!" 

The  German  girl  came  in  from  the  porch,  the  picture 
of  flaxen-haired  blue-eyed  simplicity. 

"  Gracious  sakes,  lock  that  door ! "  cried  Miss  Par- 
thenia nervously.  "I  hope  you  haven't  been  running 
in  and  out  and  leaving  it  unlocked  all  evening.  Some- 
body might  slip  In !  " 
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Lena  shook  her  blonde  tresses.     "  I  keep  shut.'* 

"We  can't  be  too  careful,"  said  Miss  Parthenia, 
looking  dubious,  and  sniffing  in  a  puzzled  manner. 
"What  a  queer  smell!"  She  adjusted  her  spectacles 
more  firmly  and  peered  around.  "  Smells  like  tobacco ! 
Don't  you  smell  it,  Lena.?  " 

"  No,  ma'm,"  averred  Lena,  who  was  involuntarily 
liolding  her  breath.     "  I  schmell  noting." 

"  Well,  I  do.  This  kitchen  reeks  of  it !  If  Bob 
^lason  had  been  smoking  before  he  came,  it  would 
hardly  account  for  such  an  odour.  Did  he  have  a 
pipe  .'* " 

"  Yes,  ma'm." 

"  He  must  have  had, — though  it's  strange  I  didn't 
notice  it." 

And  expressing  a  wish  that  she  dared  to  open  the 
windows  and  cleanse  the  air,  Miss  Parthenia  left  the 
kitchen,  to  return  upstairs  to  Beth  and  the  treasure. 
But  no  sooner  had  she  reached  the  dining-room  than 
she  detected  still  more  powerful  fumes  of  tobacco. 
Careful  housekeeper  that  she  was, — this  worried  her. 
She  wondered  if  there  might  not  be  cloth  or  straw 
Miiouldcring  somewhere,  which  she  had  mistaken  for  to- 
bacco-smoke. And  thereupon  she  began  to  sniff  about 
in  the  dining-room  as  she  had  in  the  kitchen,  while  con- 
science-smitten  Lena,  with  tightly  clasped  hands  and 
thumping  heart,  watched  her  through  the  doorway. 
It  occurred  to  Miss  Parthenia  at  once  that  under- 
neath the  long  dining-table,  which  was  stili  draped  in 
its  white  tablecloth,  lap  a  strip  of  matting  that  might 
have  caught  a  spark  from  a  match.     So,  pushing  her 
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spectacles  nearer  her  eyes,  she  lifted  one  end  of  the 
tablecloth  and  stooped  to  peer  under  it.  The  smoke 
was  decidedly  noticeable, — and  there  seemed  to  be  some- 
thing bulky  down  there.  She  thought  her  glasses  de- 
luded her,  and  pushed  them  up  on  her  forehead,  and 
peered  closer. 

What  she  found  herself  gazing  at  was  the  posterior 
part  of  a  man  who  was  down  on  all  fours  under  the 
table  facing  the  other  way.  He,  of  course,  was  still  un- 
aware that  he  had  been  observed. 

For  an  instant  the  elderly  poetess  thought  she  would 
faint.  Her  heart  stood  still.  But  next,  with  a  self- 
control  which  seemed  to  herself  miraculous,  she  quietly 
let  down  the  tablecloth  again,  and  walked  to  the  door 
of  the  hallway,  giving  Lena  just  a  swift  gesture  to  in- 
dicate the  peril.  She  struggled  not  to  run  or  betray 
her  terror.  As  soon  as  her  foot  was  on  the  stair,  how- 
ever, human  nature  could  endure  such  a  nervous  strain 
no  longer.  She  began  to  gasp  and  run.  She  burst 
into  Beth's  room  and  brought  her  dreadful  news  to  that 
young  lady. 

Beth's  first  defensive  measure  was  to  try  to  make 
fast  the  door.  Alas,  the  key  was  not  in  the  lock;  she 
remembered  she  had  last  used  it  on  a  door  in  the  gar- 
ret and  forgotten  to  fetch  it  down.  This  discovery 
gave  her  such  a  feeling  of  fatality  that  she  stood  still 
and  gazed  wildly  at  her  aunt,  till  Miss  Parthenia  ral- 
lied and  motioned  her  to  help  lift  the  washstand.  To- 
gether they  carried  it  over  and  placed  it  as  a  barricade 
against  the  door,  and  then  pushed  the  bed  over  to  rein- 
force the  washstand,  pausing  several  times  with  their 


226 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


;t;\; 


hands  at  their  hearts  because  some  shght  noise  had 
drifted  upstairs.  After  this,  Miss  Parthenia,  strong, 
sensible  woman  though  she  was  in  many  ways,  and 
brave  as  slie  had  sliown  herself  in  the  first  emergency, 
gave  out.     She  sank  weakly  into  a  chair. 

But  now  an  idea  flashed  into  Betli's  excited  brain. 

"  Aunty,"  asked  she,  putting  her  mouth  close  to  her 
aunt's  ear,  "  are  you  sure  he  didn't  know  you  saw  him.^*  " 

Miss  Parthenia  feebly  nodded  her  head. 

"  Thi  ,"  exultantly  whispered  Beth,  "  what's  to  pre- 
vent my  slipping  out  and  bringing  papa  and  others  to 
capture  the  burglar.?  'Twas  not  for  nothing  I  was  the 
leader  of  our  gym  class !  See !  I  can  open  this  window 
and  blide  down  that  porch-pillar  to  the  side  yard.  I 
could  slip  out  the  back  way,  unknown  to  him,  and  run 
down  Keg  Alley  to  Squire  Jenkins's,  where  father  must 
be!" 

Her  aunt  wildly  clutched  her  wrist. 

"  And  I?  Am  I  to  stay  here  alone  with  that  money- 
box ?  The  door  unlocked ! — the  transom  open  !  I'll  die 
of  fright !     It's  the  box  they're  after ! " 

"  I  can  take  that  with  me!"  said  Beth,  as  a  bright 
afterthought. 

So  entranced  was  she  by  her  idea  of  outwitting  the 
burglar  that  she  forgot  her  fears.  The  end  of  it  was, 
that  she  convinced  her  aunt  this  plan  was  the  wisest 
and  safest  for  all  concerned.  Blowing  out  the  light, 
she  cautiously  raised  the  window,  took  the  cherry^  ^ood 
box  under  one  arm,  and  sHd  out  over  the  sill,  followed 
by  the  alarmed  head  of  the  poetess.  It  was  really  no 
difficult  fcut  for  an  active,  gynmasium-trained  girl  like 
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Beth  to  slide  down  the  pillar  to  the  ground,  even  though 
handicapped  by  a  heavy  box.  The  chief  thing  was  to 
make  no  noise ;  and  this  she  accomplished  quite  well. 

"  Don't  be  long !  Oh,  don't  be  long ! "  whispered 
Miss  Parthenia  as  her  niece  slowly  disappeared  down 
the  pillar  into  the  gulf  of  darkness  below. 
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BETH'S  plan  asked,  above  all  things,  haste;  and 
as  soon  as  she  felt  beneath  her  the  wet  grass  of 
the  lawn,  she  fied  away  from  the  house,  claspin<r 
to  her  bosom  the  cherry  wood  box.  Her  original  -wieZ 
tion  had  been  to  get  into  Keg  Alley  by  the  door  in  the 
wall  at  the  rear;  but  even  as  she  glided  across  the 
murky  hiwn,  her  anxious  mind  outstripped  her  feet. 
Old  Cato  n.ight  have  locked  the  alley-door;  and,  sup- 
posing it  unlocked,  it  would  squeak  on  its  hinges  and 
give  warning. 

Under  the  lea  of  a  syringa  bush  she  paused  to  con- 
sider; and  while  she  hesitated,  a  faint  scratching  sound 
convinced  her  that  the  burglar  was  either  back  there 
by  the  alley-wall  himself  or  that  he  had  an  accomplice 
on  watch.     Thankful  that  she  had  bethought  herself  in 
tmie  to  avoid  such  an  error,  she  stole  across  the  lawn, 
keeping  under  the  elms,  till  she  reached  the  parsonage, 
which  adjoined  the  Andrews  yard  on  the  east.     Then- 
was  a  spot  she  knew  well  where  she  could  step  over  into 
the  preacher's  back  yard.     A  moment  afterwards  she 
had  opened  the  alley-gate  of  the  parsonage,  and  stood 
at  last  in  Keg  Alley. 

It  was  terribly  dark.  She  had  thought  to  take  a 
swift  bold  run  down  to  Maple  Street  and  around  the 
comer  to  Squire  Jenkins's  front  door.     Rut  there  wa^ 
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mud  in  Keg  Alley, — deep,  plashy  ooze.  Her  first 
stride  out  of  the  gateway  plunged  one  slipper  into  a 
rain-puddle  almost  to  the  ankle.  She  simply  could  not 
desecrate  lifelong  habits  of  daintiness  and  wade 
through.  She  shuddered  and  drew  her  foot  out  and 
gathered  up  her  skirts  and  picked  a  tentative  passagi: 
along  the  fence,  amazed  that  she  had  never  thought  to 
put  on  her  overshoes.  Another  consideration  gave 
pause  to  her  speed.  A  vague  impression  was  on  htr 
that  somebody  was  moving  in  the  dense  darkness 
ahead.  She  was  almost  positive  that  she  heard  sounds ; 
and  more  than  once  she  treinbled  at  what  she  believed 
WHS  a  stealthy  huujan  form  flitting  just  beyond  the 
reach  of  her  strained  vision.  She  half  wished  she  had 
not  dared  to  come  so  fur,  because  she  dared  not  now 
go  back. 

In  this  doleful  plight,  her  courage  evaporating  at 
every  step,  she  reached  the  rear  of  the  church.  If  she 
went  on  down  Keg  Alley,  she  must  brave  the  dismal 
shadow  of  the  cooper-shop,  which  lay  inky  black  across 
the  path.  It  was  too  much; — slie  could  not  venture. 
There  was  an  alternative,  however.  She  might  go 
through  the  church-yard,  as  she  had  on  the  previous 
evening,  and  thus  reach  Main  Street.  Then  she  could 
go  on  up  the  sidewalk  to  Maple  Street,  and  by  this 
more  roundabout  road  get  at  last  to  Squire  Jenkins's 
door. 

The  gate  of  the  church-yard  stood  a  little  ajar. 
She  slipped  through,  and  fled  along  the  side  of  the 
church  towards  the  street. 


But  the  fears  which  had  caused  her  to  chano-o  } 
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route  lest  she  encounter  someone  luiicing  in  the  shadow 
of  the  cooper-shop,  had  driven  her  from  ScyUa  to 
Charybdis.  Ahnost  exactly  on  the  spot  where  she  her- 
self had  stood  Thursday  evening  to  watch  the  veiled 
woman,  she  came  upon  a  man  leaning  against  the 
wall  of  the  church.  It  was  very  dark ; — she  was  so 
close  that  she  could  have  touched  him  ere  she  was 
aware  of  him  at  all.  His  back  was  towards  her;  he 
was  looking  out  towards  Main  Street.  And  on  the 
sidewalk  in  front  of  the  church,  somebody,  dimly  visible 
by  the  rays  of  the  street-lamp  there,  was  waiting.  The 
watcher  hidden  against  the  wall  seemed  to  be  avoiding 
that  other's  notice  so  solicitously  that  he  failed  to 
guard  his  rear. 

Beth's  frightened  heart  gave  a  great  throb  of  relief 
when  she  recognised  on  the  man  before  her  the  peculiar 
broad-brimmed  white  hat  that  could  belong  to  none 
but  Randall  Harris.  She  uttered  a  slight  exclamation. 
The  young  man  wheeled  about  in  obvious  dismay,  mak- 
ing movements  as  though  caught  between  two  fires  and 
uncertain  how  to  escape.  Both  walked  right  up  to  him 
with  that  large  confidence  which  a  woman  will  always 
upon  emergencies  place  in  any  man  of  her  acquaint- 
ance. 

"  Mr.  Harris,"  said  she,  struggling  to  presei've 
something  of  that  distant  dignity  which  she  felt  her 
recent  severance  of  their  relations  demanded,  yet  so  far 
yielding  to  circumstances  as  to  entreat,  "  ^Ir.  Harrl-^, 
I  am  forced,  against  my  will,  to  appeal  to  you  for  help. 
A  burglar  is  hiding  in  our  house !  This  box  belongs  to 
Widow  Thome  and  contains  thousands  of  dollars !     I 
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brought  it  out  of  the  Ijouse  to  save  it!  Father  i«  at 
Squire  Jenkins's!  Will  ^vou  take  it  to  him  there,  and 
tell  him  to  bring  help  quick  to  catch  the  burglar?  And, 
oh,  be  quick!"  Agitation  got  the  better  of  dignity 
towards  the  last;  she  thrust  the  box  into  his  hands, 
crying  in  an  imploring  voice,  "  Oh,  why  do  you  stand 
there !     Do  be  quick !     Be  quick  !  '* 

Like  one  drowned  in  amazement  he  stood,  while  she 
spoke  to  him  and  kept  poking  the  box  at  him.  But  in 
the  end  he  got  his  wits  together,  seizid  the  box,  and 
WHS  off  like  a  rocket.  Brushing  past  her  and  thereby 
knocking  his  hat  off,  he  sped  back  along  the  church 
tmviirds  Keg  Alley.  Beth  picked  up  the  fallen  hat. 
Kven  she,  whose  heart  cried  for  haste  in  the  matter, 
could  not  complain  that  he  was  slow. 

Delighted  at  the  astonishing  swiftness  of  the  young 
man  to  do  her  bidding,  Beth  went  on  out  of  the  church- 
yard to  the  sidewalk.  The  man  whom  she  glimpsed 
there,  leaning  against  the  iron  picket- fence,  was  a  large 
heavy  man.  He  stood  with  his  hat  off  and  his  head 
down  as  if  in  deep  thought  or  despondency;  his  bald 
sculp  faintly  glistened  in  the  dark.  As  she  drew  nearer 
liim,  she  saw  a  gesture  very  familiar  to  her, — a  lifted 
hand  nervously  rubbing  a  handkerchief  over  the  bald 
scalp. 

"  Daddy  !  "  she  cried,  and  ran  to  him. 

Mr.  Andrews  proved  to  be  in  a  condition  that  might 
uell  give  his  daughter  alarm.  Beads  of  perspiration 
sliimmered  all  over  his  large  pallid  face,  though  in  an 
absent  manner  he  wiped  them  off  from  time  to  time, 
lie  was  groaning  and  muttering  to  himself  under  his 
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breath.  When  Beth  rushed  out  of  the  churchyard  and 
caught  hold  of  him,  he  only  looked  at  her  with  a  vacant 
stare. 

"  Oh,  hurry ! "  she  said.  **  There's  a  robber  in  our 
house!  I  thought  you  were  down  at  Squire  Jenkins's! 
We  can  catch  him  before  he  gets  away,  if  you  hurry !  " 

"What  more  can  I  do?"  he  muttered,  more  to  him- 
self than  her,  and  wiped  his  moist  forehead  again.  "  I've 
sworn  out  warrants  for  Sam  Riggs  and  the  others.  I 
don't  know  how  much  they  got  away  with.  The  time- 
lock  was  set.  Oh,  my  God,  why  didn't  I  act  on  my 
suspicions  one  day  sooner !  '*  And  he  heaved  up  a  deep 
groan. 

*'  Father !  What  do  you  mean !  "  exclaimed  Beth. 
"  I'm  telling  you  there  are  burglars  at  our  house ! 
They're  after  Widow  Thome's  money-box.      .      .      ." 

"  Ah !     That   too ! "     Mr.   Andrews   gave   a  violent 
start,  then  a  loud  bitter  laugh.       **  Well, — why  not ! 
]Might  as  well    make    a    clean    sweep.      .      .      .     I'm 
ruined.    Ruined  by  Sam  Riggs  that  I  trusted. 
Let  them  take  the  box  too." 

"  No,  no !  They  didn't  get  it !  I  saved  it,  papa ! 
I  brought  it  out  of  the  house!  Why  do  you  talk  so 
strangely  and  look  so  strangely  at  me?  It's  down  at 
Squire  Jenkins's  now !  " 

"  Ah,  well ;  it  don't  matter.  Here's  the  end  of  a  long 
hard-working  life." 

So  woebegone  was  her  father's  voice,  and  he  stared 
at  her  so  blankly,  with  such  unnatural  pallor  and 
dreary  dospuir,  and  used  such  confused  and  meaning- 
less words,  that  all  of  Beth's  excitement    about    the 
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burglar  faded  out  before  a  darker  terror.  She  doubted 
if  her  father's  mind  had  not  suddenly  become  unbal- 
anced. She  recalled  his  strange  depression  of  spirits 
for  the  past  two  or  three  weeks,  his  nervous  irritable 
actions  and  taciturn  moods,  his  spending  hours  of  the 
night  in  secretly  poring  over  ledgers  from  the  bank ; — 
a  host  of  small  signs  swarmed  up  in  her  memory  all  at 
once  as  proof.  Clinging  about  his  neck,  she  coaxed 
him  to  come  home  with  her. 

"  Home?  "  repeated  he  dully.  «  Why  should  I?  No. 
It  is  here  they  are  to  meet  me."  And  he  rolled  his  eyes 
around.  "  Why  are  they  so  long  coming?  Why  must 
so  much  time  be  lost?  '* 

While  the  banker  rambled  on  thus,  filling  Beth's 
heart  with  m*  ^nvings.  Napoleon  Nickell  came  running 
across  the  sti^ct  out  of  breath,  followed  by  little  Tag 
Hibbard  like  a  tail.  N'ckell  was  mud-splashed  from 
head  to  heels,  his  hat  gone,  his  coat  split,  his  collar 
torn  open  at  the  throat,  and  his  red  necktie  streaming 
loose  over  his  shoulder  like  a  man-of-war's  pennant. 
But  in  spite  of  these  sartorial  defects,  the  Local  Rep- 
resentative of  the  National  Correspondence  Detective 
Bureau  felt  himself  to  be  at  last  truly  magnificent. 

•*  What  did  I  tell  you  ?  **  cried  he,  snorting  like  a 
war-horse  and  pointing  behind  him  towards  the  west. 
"  Joquet  and  the  old  one  skipped  out  for  Riverview 
Landing  with  part  of  the  booty !  That's  done  to  con- 
fuse the  pursuit !  Rule  Twenty-three.  .  .  .  But 
X.  B.  Nickell  esquire  is  onto  that  game?  I've  put  Ed 
Pritchard  and  the  constable  on  that  trail.  We  mustn't 
lose  the  main  scent !     Did  you  find  the  marshal  ?  " 


4      i 


1 

1    1 

■  _ 

» 

lb 

^  A£i. ; 

^4 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


"  He  is  to  meet  me  here.  He  only  stopped  long 
enough  to  get  his  rifle,  and  telegraph  the  surrounding 
towns,  and  gather  a  posse.  There  they  come  now," 
declared  Mr.  Andrews. 

Voices  and  the  clatter  of  boots  on  the  sidewalk  far 
down  the  street  heralded  the  approach  of  some  persons 
in  evident  excitement.  A  dog  ran  out  of  a  yard  into 
the  street  and  began  to  bark. 

"  And  you've  sworn  out  warrants  for  the  arrest  of 
Sam  Riggs  and  Randy  Harris  and  the  long-nosed  one?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Andrews.  "If  that  marshal  would 
only  hurry ! " 

"  What's  this  ? "  demanded  Beth,  horror-stricken. 
«  What  have  they  done?  " 

"Done,  Miss?"  cried  Nickeil.  "What  hain't  they 
done !  Looted  the  bank ! — carried  off  Widow  Thome's 
money-box! — and  tried  to  kill  me — because  they  feared 
me!  See  here!"  And  he  displayed  his  metal  badge, 
badly  bent  and  dented.  "  That's  where  Randy  Harris 
and  the  Frenchman  tried  to  get  rid  of  the  one  man  they 
knew  was  too  deep  for  them !  I  tell  you,  it's  the  worst 
and  most  murderous  gang  of  bandits  since  Jesse 
James ! " 

"Randy  Harris?"  gasped  Beth.  "He  try  to  kill 
you?" 

Every  inch  a  hero,  Nickeil  swelled  out  his  chest ;  he 
felt  that  the  beauty  of  Beulah  admired  him  for  the  dan- 
gers ho  had  braved. 

"  It  took  three  of  'em.  Miss,"  said  he.  "  None  would 
have  dared  to  tackle  me  alone.     They  were  down  hero 
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in  Keg  AUej  dividing  the  spoils,  just  before  separating 
for  flight.  They  must  have  seen  me  coming  and  laid 
an  ambush, — a  common  trick  that  Rule  Ten  explains. 
Randy  Harris  jumped  me  from  behind  a  stable-door. 
The  other  two  leaped  out  from  Joquet's  yard.  Single- 
handed  and  unarmed,  I  fought  'em  off,  all  three.  They 
were  armed  to  the  teeth,  but  couldn't  overpower  me.  I 
hurled  them  back.  Then  the  Frenchman  managed  to 
close  with  me,  and  stabbed  twice  at  my  heart.  Twice 
I  evaded  the  stroke.  But  the  third  time  he  drove  home 
the  dagger  here.  I  fell  to  the  ground  as  a  ruse.  Leav- 
ing me  for  dead,  the  outlaws  ran,  Joquct  and  his  pal 
one  way,  and  Randy  Harris  the  other  to  rejoin  Sam 
Riggs.  But  wait!  The  Mysterious  Quantity  still 
lives  and  is  on  their  trail ! " 

"You — you  dare  accuse  Randall  Harris  of  stealing 
and  trying  to  murder.''  "  demanded  Betli.  Her  bosom 
hnd  begun  to  heave  stormily,  and  she  came  up  closer  to 
the  amateur  detective. 

"I  do!"  answered  Nickell  with  a  loud  truculent 
snort.  "  He's  a  desperate  criminal !  He's  been  try- 
ing for  a  week  to  break  into  Widow  Thome's  house. 
He's  stolen  her  money-box.  He's  the  leader  of  the 
band." 

"  You  accuse  him  of  carrying  oft'  Widow  Thome's 
money-box  i  " 

"  'Twns  all  in  the  big  plot !  I,  N.  B.  Nickell  esquire, 
do  hereby  solemnly  swear,"  and  the  little  law-clerk 
raised  his  right  hand  aloft,  "  that  last  night  and  night 
before  last  I  saw  Randy  Harris  sneaking  around  Widow 
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Thome's  house,  either  trying  to  break  in  then  or  laying 
his  plans  for  to-night.     He's  a  thief !  " 

"  How  dare  you !  **  said  Beth,  witli  flashing  eyes. 
**  How  dare  you  say  that  of  him !  '* 

**  I'll  swesw  it  on  a  stack  of  Bibles  as  high  as  that 
steeple !  "  avowed  Nlckell. 

Beth's  temper  had  gotten  the  mastery  of  her.  Like 
a  cat  she  pounced  on  the  little  man  and  clutched  him  by 
the  lapels  of  his  coat. 

"  You  mean  horrid  slanderous  wretch ! "  cried  she, 
shaking  him.  "You  odious  little  serpent!  You 
loathsome,  cowardly  creature!  Oh,  how  dare  you  say 
such  lies ! " 

Quite  paralysed  by  the  suddenness  and  fury  of  this 
strange  feminine  onslaught,  Nickell  submitted  pas- 
sively to  be  shaken  by  her ;  and  she,  beside  herself  with 
vehement  ire,  bumped  his  head  against  the  nearest  tree. 

"  Beth ! "  exclaimed  her  father,  surprised  out  of  his 
stupor.     "  Why,  why,  Beth ! " 

What  a  sad  transformation  was  this  from  that  serene 
loft3'-soulcd  philosophical  young  person  who  had  re- 
turned from  school  to  lead  her  sex  to  a  loftier  view  of 
life!  She  cast  the  amateur  detective  violently  from 
her,  and  throwing  herself  upon  her  father's  neck,  sobbed 
as  if  her  heart  would  burst. 

To  complete  Nickell's  discomfiture,  the  town  marshal, 
W^esley  Culp,  with  part  of  his  hastily  gatliered  posse, 
and  surrounded  by  a  throng  of  alarmed  folk  wlio  had 
somehow  already  got  wind  of  the  bank  disaster,  came 
up  the  sidewalk  in  time  to  behold  what  occurred.  In 
spite  of  the  serious  work  ahead  of  them,  they  broke  into 
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gufFaws.  Old  Dick  Hillary,  who,  although  he  had  one 
blind  eye,  had  been  the  first  man  deputised  by  Gulp, 
flapped  the  law-clerk  facetiously  on  the  back. 

"  Brace  up.  Nap !  "  said  he.  "  Git  my  old  woman  to 
train  you." 

"  Oh,  laugh  if  you  want  to ! "  growled  Nickell,  fold- 
ing his  arms  and  trying  to  look  both  fierce  and  digni- 
fied. "  A  gent  can't  strike  buck  at  a  lady,  you  know. 
You  don't  show  much  sense,  laughing  at  a  man  who's 
done  for  his  fellow  citizens  what  N.  B.  Nickell  has  done 
to-night ! " 

"  Well,  now,  that's  just  what  I  aim  to  find  out,"  said 
Wes  Gulp,  the  marshal,  dropping  the  butt  of  his  Win- 
chester on  the  sidewalk  with  a  clank.  "While  we're 
waiting  for  them  bosses,  let's  get  the  head  and  tail  of 
this,  so  I  know  what  I'm  about.  Here  I'm  called  on  to 
pursue  Sam  Riggs,  the  cashier,  the  son  of  General  Tom 
Harris,  and  a  third  party  unknown, — all  charged  with 
looting  the  bank.  Did  you  see  it  done?  Speak  quick! 
No  time  to  lose." 

Gulp  was  a  tall  straight  man  with  dark  rugged  fea- 
tures and  a  grizzled  chin-whisker.  During  the  war  he 
had  been  a  famous  Confederate  scout,  and  was  wounded 
at  the  battle  of  Kettle  Hill,  fighting  against  the  forces 
of  General  Harris.  He  bore  a  formidable  reputation. 
Summoned  hurriedly  from  his  home,  he  had  come  out 
without  collar  or  tie;  but  under  his  coat  was  buckled  a 
cartridge-belt,  and  the  manner  in  which  his  broad  hat- 
brim  was  drawn  low  over  his  stern  steady  eyes  showed 
that  he  meant  business.  Around  him  stood  his  posse, 
distinguished  from  the  merely  curious  by  their  weapons 
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and  hastily  distributed  badges  which  glittered  in  the 
lamp  rays.  Besides  Dick  Hillary,  they  were  young 
Jerry  Rudd,  son  of  the  liveryman,  and  Will  Turner  the 
blacksmith. 

"  This  plot's  been  hatching  for  weeks,"  said  Nickell 
dramatically,  gazing  about  at  the  circle  of  intense  faces. 
"I  have  been  on  their  trail  night  and  day,— while  the 
hired  minions  of  the  law  were  asleep  at   the  switch." 
He  cast  a  withering  glance  at  the  marshal.     "  It  be- 
gan when  Randy  Harris  came  home  from  his  New  York 
jail,  hard  up  for  money.     There  were  some  suspicious 
things  going  on.     An  untrained  mind  mightn't   have 
seen  'em,  but  I  did.     I  discovered  that  Sam  Riggs  had 
a  way  of  sneaking  out  of  town  after  dark  to  meet  a 
long-nosed  villain  back  of  the  old  barracks,  and  the 
long-nosed  man  always  rode  away  afterwards  towards 
Lytle  Junction.     When  Randy  Harris  found  I  was  the 
Local  Representative  of  the  National  Correspondence 
Detective  Bureau,  he  laughed  so  much   and  made  ,m) 
much  fun  of  it,  and  then  got  so  mad  when  he  found  I 
had  an  eye  on  Sam  Riggs,  that  it  looked  suspicious. 
Rule  Eight  says  to  suspect  everything.     Pretty  soon 
I  learned  that  he  and  Sam  Riggs  were  like  hand  and 
glove,  meeting  each  other  on  the  sly  and  letting  nobodv 
know  what  was  up." 

"Where  was  this.^"  asked  Culp,  amid  an  intent  si- 
lence. 

"  They  used  to  meet  evenings  at  Sam  Riggs's  room 
in  Mrs.  Kraus's  house  on  Green  Lane,  but  once  or  twice 
they  met  in  our  office  after  office-hours,  when  they 
locked  the  door  and  talked  in  whispers.     Then  I  found 
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out  that  Randy  Harris  had  something  up  with  Hans 
Joquet.  He  slipped  around  to  the  store  several  times, 
and  messages  passed  between  'em.  I  intercepted  one 
note  by  a  ruse.  It  seemed  like  the  two  had  had  a  quar- 
rel and  Joquet  was  afraid  Randy  Harris  would  say 
something  to  give  the  game  away,  for  he  begged  him  to 
keep  mum." 

"  I  always  had  my  doubts  about  that  furriner,"  com- 
mented Jerry  Rudd ;  and  there  was  a  mutter  of  agree- 
ment around  the  circle. 

"Me,  too,"  said  Dick  Hillary,  sending  a  squirt  of 
tobacco  into  the  street ;  "  but  my  old  gin'ral's  son, — 
no,  no ! " 

"  Wait,"  said  Nickell  darkly,  «  and  you  will.  Joquet 
has  been  hiding  one  of  the  gang— a  white-bearded  old 
rascal — under  his  roof  for  about  three  weeks.  Ho  looks 
to  me  like  an  expert  porch-climber  or  something  that 
way.  But  he  may  be  Frank  McCoy  or  Dutch  Dan  or 
Old  Man  Hope  or  some  other  great  bank  burglar  in  dis- 
guise, that  they  brought  here  in  case  Sam  Riggs 
couldn't  open  the  vault  for  them.  He's  the  one  you 
knocked  down  on  Maple  Street  the  other  night,  Bill 
Turner." 

"Well,  I  vum!"  muttered  the  blacksmith.  "He 
did  run  down  Keg  Alley,  that's  a  fact." 

"Of  course.  I  know  who  it  nuist  lijivi-  bot-n,  all  the 
time,  but  I  was  too  shrewd  to  tell  yet."  The  amateur 
detective  put  on  an  expression  of  ui.uttcrable  wisdom. 
"  I  know  he  was  one  of  the  gang.  But  I  mvimi  to  get 
at  the  bottom  of  the  conspiracy.  Randy  Harris  was 
the  leader.     He  needed  money  bad,— everybody  knows 
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that.  You  all  saw  how  that  woman  in  the  veil  that 
comes  over  from  Lytle  Junction  on  the  *bu8  keeps  after 
him — I've  got  my  own  idea  who  she  is — some  discarded 
mistress  that  wants  money.'* 

"  Go  ahead  with  the  robbery,'*  said  Culp,  giving  him 
a  push  to  remind  him  that  there  were  women  present. 

"  Well,  to-night,  about  seven  o'clock  or  before, — 
just  as  soon  as  it  began  to  get  dark — Sam  Riggs  left 
his  boarding  house  and  weni.  down  to  the  bank  with  a 
little  valise  in  his  hand.  He  let  himself  in  bold  enough, 
just  like  he  meant  to  work  on  the  books; — he's  been 
coming  down  now  and  then  to  work  on  the  books  as  a 
ruse.  To-night  when  Sylvester  Cobb,  the  night-watch- 
man, saw  him,  he  was  lighting  a  little  hanc'-lamp  in  the 
back-room,  where  the  steps  lead  down  to  the  vault. 
Ain't  that  right,  Mr.  Andrews.'" 

*'  Yes,  yes ! "  exclaimed  the  banker,  who  had  been 
biting  his  fingers  and  muttering  all  the  while.  "  He 
gave  Cobb  a  half  dollar  and  told  him  he  could  take  an 
hour  off,  and  Cobb  went  down  to  the  tavern  and  got 
drunk.  But  all  this  is  losing  time — losing  time !  Why 
don't  30U   pursue,'" 

"  We're  not  losing  a  minute,"  answered  the  amateur 
detective  confidently.  "  1  can  lay  my  hands  on  the 
robbers  whenever  I  want  to.  I've  tracked  'em  to  their 
lair." 

"  As  soon  as  old  Rudd  can  git  the  bosses  up  from 
the  pasture,  we'll  start,  Mr.  Andrews,"  said  Culp. 

*'  While  the  watchman  was  away,"  Nickell  resumed, 
"  of  cour^.  Sam  Riggs  rifled  the  vault,  and  then  set  the 
time-lock,  so  that  you'd  have  to  wait  till  morning  bi- 
fore  you  could  know  you  had  been  robbed.     It  would 
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take  half  a  day  to  break  in,  even  with  nitro-glycerin 
and  crowbars.  That  was  his  scheme  to  get  a  full 
night's  start,  thinking  all  the  while  that  the  Mysterious 
Quantity  would  be  dead." 

"  How  do  you  know  he  took  anything  out  of  the 
vault?"  the  marshal  asked. 

Nickcll  manifested  his  contempt  by  a  great  snort. 

"How  docs  a  detective  know  anything.^  What  did 
he  take  the  valise  for,  if  it  wasn't  to  carry  the  stuff.'' 
Besides,  I  was  on  the  trail.  I  saw  him  go  in  the  build- 
ing. I  got  around  to  the  side-door.  I  couldn't  see 
anything  except  a  glimmer  of  the  little  hand-lamp  he 
probably  used  to  go  down  in  the  vault,  but  I  put  my 
car  to  the  keyhole  and  heard  a  chink-chink-chink! — 
like  that.  I  don't  say  what  it  was.  It  might  have 
been  gold  eagles  dropping.  It  sounded  like  a  muffled 
hammer.  Maybe  he  was  breaking  open  one  of  the 
locked  boxes.  But  I  heard  a  chink-chink-chink! — just 
like  that." 

The  imitation  of  these  mysterious  sounds  deeply  im- 
pressed the  rapt  circle  of  listeners,  and  the  speaker,  de- 
lighted by  the  visible  effect  of  Iiis  nurrHtivc,  went  on: 

"  While  Sam  Kiggs  was  getting  that  boodle,  Joquet 
and  the  white-bearded  man  and  Randy  Harris  must 
have  somehow  got  hold  of  Widow  Thome's  money-box. 
After  I'd  left  Tag  Hibbard,  my  assistant  here,  to  watch 
the  bank,  and  had  run  over  to  Squire  Jenkins's  where  I 
found  Mr.  Andrews  and  warned  him  Avhat  was  happen- 
ing, I  tliought  I'd  slip  into  Keg  Alley  to  watch  the  rest 
of  the  gang.  Tlsjit  was  when  Randy  Harris  jumped 
out  on  nic,  while  I  was  wattliiiig  ,IoiiueL  and  the  otlirr 
one  divide  up  their  share  of  the  spoils  and  get  ready 
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for  flight.  When  they  thought  they  had  nmrdertd 
me,  Randy  Harris  must  have  run  eaat  and  met  the  long- 
nosed  man  with  the  rig.  They  had  the  rig  waiting 
down  in  front  of  Sam  Riggs*s  lodgings  on  Green 
Lane." 

"  Sure  there  was  a  hoss  and  rig  hitched  over  there," 
volunteered  Dick  Hillary  in  some  astonishment.  "I 
seen  it,  I  rec'lect,  when  I  opened  my  door  to  spit  out, 
and,  thinks  I,  Mrs.  Kraus  has  got  the  doctor  for  her 
little  gal." 

"  Well,  those  two  drove  down  to  the  bank  building," 
continued  Nickell.  "  My  assistant  here,  that  I  left  to 
watch  Sam  Riggs,  says  they  got  there  just  as  Sam 
Riggs  came  out  of  the  bank-door  with  the  valise;  and 
they  consulted  together  on  the  sidewalk  a  minute,  like 
they  were  uncertain  what  to  do.  Perhaps  they  thought 
as  they'd  put  me  out  of  the  way,  they  hadn't  nuuh  to 
fear.  But  anyhow,  they  threw  the  valise  into  the  ri^, 
and  all  three  jumped  in  and  drove  cast  hckcty-cut. 
Ain't  that  so,  Tag.?  " 

Tag  Hibhard's  bulging  eyes  looked  up  with  doglikc 
fidelity  to  his  leader,  and  the  little  nmlatto  solemnly 
nodded  his  head. 

"  It's  taken  a  cussed  long  while  to  git  onto  the 
facts! "  exclaimed  C'ulp.  "  But  now  we'll  do  somethin<^! 
.Icrry,  I  hear  your  father  bringing  up  the  bosses.  Run 
anfl  hurry  him.  Nap,  you  claimed  to  know  where 
they'll  hide." 

"I  do,"  Nickell  declared.  "All  you'll  need  to  do 
will  be  to  follow  me." 

It  was  at  this  juncture,  while  Jerry  Rudd  was  run- 
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ninfr  down  the  street  to  fetch  tlu  saddle-horses  for  the 
marshal's  partj  and  there  was  much  bustling  and  con- 
fusion among  the  steadily  augmenting  throng  of  by- 
standers, that  Beth  Andrews  felt  called  upon  to  speak 
again.     She  addressed  Culp  in  a  low  voice: 

"How  could  th.^y  run  ofF  with  Mrs.  Thome's  money- 
box when  I  myself  brou ^^ht  it  safe  out  of  our  house?" 

"How's  that,  Miss?  "  demanded  the  marshal  quickly 
and  sharply. 

Beth  explained. 

**  But  if  you  /etched  it  Hway  for  fear  of  burglars, 
Miss,"  said  Culp,  "what's  become  of  it?" 

"  I  brought  it  down  Keg  Alley  to  give  it  to  my  father 
at  Squire  Jenkins's  house." 

"Did  you  leave  it  there?" 

"  Not  at  my  house,  I  reckon,"  put  in  Squire  Jenkins, 
who  was  standing  close  by.  And  Beth,  glancing  around, 
became  nervously  aware  that  every  eye  was  on  her, 
every  ear  strained  to  catch  her  words.  She  faltered, 
as  it  flashed  upon  her  how  distorted  an  interpretation' 
might  be  given  to  the  facts  she  had  been  about  to  re- 
veal. 

"You  ...  you  will  find  it  ...  the  box. 
Squire,  at  your  house  now !  It  couldn't  have  been  time 
<'nough,  when  you  left,"  she  stammered. 

^Vhy,  I  just  come  from  the  house,"  said  Squire  Jen- 
kms  in  surprise.     "  Just  got  here  this  minute." 

"  But  I  gave  it     ...     I  gave  it     .     .     .»     Ai  i 
poor  Beth  was  all  at  sea. 
^'Well,   Miss?"  asked   Culp.      "  WhoM  you   give  it 
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"  I     ...     I  can't  tell." 

"  You  mean  you  don't  know  who  it  was  you  gave  it 
to?"  the  marshal  asked  again,  his  sharp  stern  eyes  fix- 
ing on  her  confused  face.  Beth  was  silent,  growing 
whiter  and  whiter.  "  You  gave  the  hox  to  somebody 
you  didn't  know?  " 

These  sharp  interrogations  had  drawn  the  closest  at- 
tention from  all.  They  crowded  up  nearer,  pushing 
against  one  another  and  craning  their  necks  at  the  girl. 
As  she  stood  there  in  the  midst  of  the  dark  packed  mass 
of  shadowy  faces  over  which  the  wind- vexed  flame  of 
the  street-lamp  flickered,  she  felt  their  merciless  eyes 
piercing  her.     Her  cheeks  were  like  linen. 

"You  don't  know  who  it  was,  Miss?"  persisted  the 
marshal,  determined  not  to  lose  the  information  which 
had  begun  so  promisingly.  He  waited  another  minute, 
and  then  said,  "  What  does  this  mean  ?     Why  don't  you 
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"I  won't  tell!  So  there!"  she  cried  out  at  last  I'l 
sheer  desperation.  She  gave  one  defiant  look  aboul 
her,  and  flung  herself  once  more  on  her  astounded  fath 
er's  breast.  "  Oh,  take  me  away  from  here,"  she  wailed 
"  I  wish  I  were  dead,  I  do ! " 

"She  won't  tell!  .  .  .  She  won't  tell ! "  Mur 
nmrs  of  incredulity  passed  from  lip  to  lip  among  tin 
crowding,  straining,  staring  auditors.  "What  d'yoi 
think  of  that !  " 

A   comparative   silence   of   stupefaction    ensued. 
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XIX 

A  MID  the  hush  which  succeeded  Beth  Andrews's  re- 

A%     fusal   to  answer,   tlie   trained   intellect  at  onco 

asserted     its     huprtiuary.       Napoleon     Nickell 

darted  forward  and  snatched  from  Jior  hand  the  white 

hat  which  she  had  continued  to  hold. 

"  Whff !  "  snorted  he,  lifting  the  hat  high  as  the  poor 
girl  made  a  desperate  attempt  to  recapture  it.  "  Rule 
Eight !     Plain  as  day  !     Whose  hat  is  this?  " 

"  Randy  Harris's !  "  a  dozen  voices  shouted  together. 
And  then  for  a  little  while  reigned  a  real  pandemonium. 

Wesley  Culp,  however,  was  a  man  of  prompt  decision 
and  executive  ability.  There  was  still  some  unavoid- 
able delay  about  getting  enough  good  horses  for  the 
posse.  He  employed  the  interval  in  surrounding  the 
Andrews  residence  to  ascertain  what  truth  there  was 
in  the  story  of  Miss  Parthenia's  having  seen  a  burglar. 
From  tlie  first  he  had  been  somewhat  sceptical;  and 
when  he  and  his  men  closed  in  on  the  house,  all  they 
found  was  a  partly  smoked  corncob  pipe  under  the  din- 
ner-table. Even  the  astuteness  of  the  amateur  detect- 
ive, who  evoked  nmch  admiration  by  the  mysterious  and 
knowing  air  with  which  he  nosed  about,  failed  to  dir 
••over  anything  more.  Lena  sat  in  her  kitchen  dis- 
solved in  tears,  her  apron  flung  over  her  head,  and 
seemed  to  become  so  entangled  in  emotions  at  the  sud- 
den  inrush  of  men   that  her  scanty  stock  of  English 
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words  d  serted  her.  To  the  marshal's  sharp  question- 
ing she  apparently  could  return  only  some  unintelli- 
gible German  exclamations, — which  served  the  purpose 
at  least  of  concealing  her  part  in  the  affair.  As  for 
Miss  Farthenia,  that  lady  was  found  grimly  holding  the 
fort  behind  her  barricade,  a  fencing-foil  of  Beth's  in 
one  hand,  a  water-pitcher  in  the  other,  and  on  her  lips 
three  stanzas  of  a  ballad  of  the  Boston  Massacre,  which 
she  had  composed  under  the  stimulus  of  apprehension. 

B}'  the  time  everybody  was  convinced  that  no  burglar 
was  hiding  on  the  banker's  premises,  six  horses  had  at 
last  been  saddled,  bridled,  and  brought  up  in  front  of 
the  house  As  this  gave  two  extra  mounts,  Culp  chose 
two  more  deputies,  Napoleon  Nickcll  because  of  his  pro- 
fessed knowledge,  and  Mr.  Andrews  because  he  insisted 
on  going  along.  Now  that  there  was  prospect  of  swift 
pursuit,  the  portly  banker  roused  from  lethargic  de- 
spair to  feverish  energy.  Equipping  himself  with  a 
brace  of  revolvers,  he  sprang  into  the  saddle,  the  quick- 
est and  most  vigorous  of  them  all. 

"  For  God's  sake,  hurry,  Culp !  "  he  urged  from  mo- 
ment to  momtnt,  while  the  marshal  was  making  the  final 
aria.r.g»'nM>nts. 

They  clattered  eastward  through  the  streets  under  a 
drizzle  of  rain  which  had  begun  to  fall.  All  Beulali 
was  bareheaded  out  on  the  wet  sidi walks,  agog  to  see 
them  off.  A  scattered  cheer  wmt  up  as  Cu!p  gave  th.' 
order  to  trot.  Napoleon  Nickel!  rode  in  the  van  at 
Culp's  rig^t  hand,  with  an  ancient  huiitiiig-rifle  ahno^t 
as  long  as  himself  slung  across  tlie  poinmel  of  his  sad- 
dle.    Most  observed  of  all  observers,  the  hero  of  tin' 
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hour,  he  felt  that  his  auspicious  star  had  fairly  reached 
its  zenith.  On  all  sides  he  heard  his  name  and  shrewd- 
ness admiringly  acclaimed;  and  the  only  canker  in  the 
otherwise  perfect  rose  of  his  glory  was  the  uncomfort- 
able consciousness  of  his  Jefects  as  a  horseman,  for  he 
churned  up  and  down  as  soon  as  the  horses  began  to 
go  faster  than  a  walk. 

When  they  had  passed  Sallie  McFardle's  cottage  and 
the  livery  bam,  and  the  lights  of  General  Harris's  win- 
dows twinkled  on  the  hill  ahead,  the  amateur  detective 
laid  a  detaining  hand  on  the  marshal's  sleeve, 

"  Hist !  "  said  he.  "  We  must  search  the  old  bar- 
racks first.  Rule  Nine  of  *  Scientific  Shadowing.' 
That's  been  their  hang-out  for  weeks.  I've  often  seen 
thiir  lights  moving  behind  the  shutters  in  the  middle  of 
ilic  night.      They  may  have  left  some  clues." 

("ulp  halted  his  party  at  once,  and  prepared  to  sur- 
round the  ruinous  building.  Old  Dick  Hillary  and 
young  Rudd  went  up  the  road  to  cut  off  any  retreat 
towjirds  the  east;  the  banker  was  dismounted  and  sent 
out  into  the  pasture  southward ;  and  then  Gulp  himself 
Jind  Nickell  and  Will  Turntr  advanced  cautiously  on 
foot  through  the  underbrush. 

S.ive  for  an  occasional  flare  of  lightning,  the  night 
was  black  jis  a  wolf's  mouth.  The  rain  dripped  steadily 
1 11)1,1  Ii-uf  to  leaf,  so  that  the  darkness  was  stirred  by 
.1  iiivriud  of  slight  pattering  noises.  As  the  three  men 
pii-liid  forward,  feeling  their  way  among  saplings  and 
wet  laurel  scrub,  Nickell,  who  had  valorously  sprung 
into  the  lead,  gave  a  startled  cry,  stumbled  forward, 
and  dropped  his  gun. 
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"  It's  the  body  of  a  horse !  "  gasped  he.  "  Still  warm 
too!      Now  by  Rule  Six  this  is  a  most  important  chie!  " 

They  all  stooped  and  felt  the  wariTj  liide.  Culp  drew 
out  h.s  match-safe  and,  hiding  the  Hume  under  his  broad 
hut,  struck  a  tiny  light  which  madt-  the  poor  animal  visi- 
ble. It  proved  to  be  a  white- faced  sorrel  pony,  still 
saddled  and  bridled ;  nor  was  it  dead  by  any  means,  for 
it  lifted  its  head  towards  the  light,  its  large  sturthd 
eyes  glittering,  and  its  pink  nostrils  (juiveriiig  in  u  huif 
whinny.  None  of  them — not  even  the  blacksmith, 
whose  trade  hurl  familiarised  him  with  local  horscflt^h 
— could  recollect  having  seen  this  creature  before. 

"Well,"  said  Culp,  clicking  the  hanuner  of  his  ritle 
to  a  full  cock,  "  there's  been  some  right  smart  of  riding 
done  here.     Come  on,  boys  !  " 

Over  them  as  they  stepped  into  the  enclosure  loonud 
the  long  black  sinister  mass  of  building,  ominous  of 
hidden  peril,  lint  Culp,  who  was  quite  fearless,  brought 
his  rifle  over  his  forearm  for  ready  use,  and  walked 
straight  to  the  back-door.  It  was  uidatclu'd.  At  a 
mere  touch  it  swung  open  with  a  rusty  squeak.  Pitch 
darkness  ami  --iliiice  lay  beyond. 

The  marshal  turned  to  Turner. 

"  Bill,  we  madi  a  fool  mistake  coming  without  a  lan- 
tern," said  he.  "  Run  up  to  the  general's  and  bonv 
one.      No  use  hunting  here  in  the  dark." 

In  a  renuirkabiy  short  time  'I'urncr  had  brought  a 
lighted  lantern.  They  enti nd  tlun  .nid  searched  the 
old  building  from  top  to  bottom.  There  were  plenty 
of  evidences  of  recent  occupancv.  On  the  second  floor. 
a  dozen  empty  cans,  stacked  in  a  corner,  set  up  a  great 
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clinking  and  rattling  at  their  approach ;  but  their  mys- 
tification ended  when  a  mouse,  which  had  crept  into  one 
of  the  cans  to  nibble,  popped  out  and  scurried  across  the 
dusty  floor.  Circles  and  splotches  of  tallow  marked 
the  planks  here  and  there,  where  candles  had  been  stuck 
upright  in  their  own  melted  grease.  Johnny  Wiggles- 
worth's  faded  red  drum  had  been  taken  down  from  its 
nail  above  the  mantel-piece  and  placed  in  the  middle  of 
the  floor,  evidently  as  a  sort  of  table,  for  a  pack  of 
well-thuiiibed  cards  was  strewn  over  the  head  of  it.  Be- 
sides this,  the  searchers  raked  up  some  dirty  rags  which 
liad  once  been  a  coat  and  trousers,  and  a  dilapidated 
pair  of  shoes,  and  finally  a  fragment  of  a  yellow-backed 
notebook  from  which  most  of  the  leaves  had  been  torn. 

Nickell,  whose  looks  of  unutterable  wisdom,  winks, 
niutterings,  and  knowing  shakes  of  the  head,  had  made 
a  (If.p  impression  on  his  companions  during  the  exami- 
nation of  the  other  articles,  pounced  eagerly  on  the 
mutilated  notebook. 

"  Aha ! "  cried  he,  after  turning  the  few  remaining 
leaves  or  parts  of  leaves  and  pondering  over  the 
Hcrawled  words.  "  It's  *  lie  signals  the  gang  used !  Oh, 
what  a  Hnd!     Listen  here: 


•  Whistle  and  I'll  come  out  to  the  gate,— 
One  long  low  note,  though  the  hour  be  late. 
And  we  two  in  the  garden.    .    .    .'" 

•  Come  off ! "  said  Culp,  holding  up  the  lantern  and 
peering  over  the  law-clerk's  shoulder.  "  It's  only  some 
»( (.1.1  Parthy  Andrews's  poetry.  It's  that  lost  book  of 
notes  she's  made  such  a  fuss  about."     And  he  and  Tur- 
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ner  chuckled  so  over  the  amateur  detective's  mistake 
that  Nickcll  got  iingry  and  red. 

"You  just  wait  and  see!"  said  he  loftily.  "The 
trained  mind  can  see  things  here  that  you  ain*t  aware 
of,"     And  he  put  the  book  in  his  pocket. 

"  But  we're  losing  time ! "  exclaimed  the  marshal, 
when  further  search  had  revealed  nothing  of  impor- 
tance.    "  Let's  get  back  to  our  horses." 

They  ran  out  into  the  road;  and  while  Nickell  went 
to  bring  up  the  horses,  Culp  put  the  tips  of  two  fingers 
in  his  mouth  and  blew  a  shrill  piercing  blast  which  was 
the  preconcerted  signal  for  the  reassembling  of  tho 
party. 

Will  Turner  passed  the  lantern  slowly  to  and  fro 
over  tho  mud  in  the  road,  and  continued  to  do  this  after 
tlie  others — except  old  Dick,  wlio,  because  of  his  remote 
post,  had  not  yt  rejoined  them — were  in  the  saddle. 
The  banker  fretted  and  fumed  at  every  additional  de- 
lay, and  blurted  out  against  Turmr's  dilatoriness  some 
>  .  ,ige  exclamation  wholly  unlike  his  usual  self.  But 
<     i[)  approved  of  the  blacksmith's  actions. 

'  .\ny  fresh  tracks.  Bill?  "  asked  he. 

Von   bet ! "    announced    the   blacksmith.     He   was 

lu-(ly   scrutinising  the  ground,  and  moved  back  ami 

>rth,  iiolding  the  lantern  low.     "  What's  more,  I  know 

tliern  identical  lioofmarks,  Wes  !      It's  ji  pacer,  you  see; 

— first  the  two  lefts  here,  titer,  the  two  rights  hero!     A 

trotter's    f{et   would    ha'  been    mo-e  bunched   uy), — sdI 

\  es,  sireel     1  kn«)w  thom  hoofmarks !      I  put  that  v.^^v 

shoe    on    that    left    hind    foot — le'    ine    think.      .      ,     . 

Wh}.  it  was  last  .Monday  night !      It's  (Jenerul  Harri-'-^ 
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pacer,  Judas !  I  remember  the  ugly  critter  slammed  mc 
up  agin  the  wall,  but  I  just  managed  to  clinch  this  last 
nail  across, — so.  Yep!  That  there  horse  belongs  to 
General  Harris !  " 

Turner  was  crouched  down  over  the  track,  pointing 
to  illustrate  his  meaning,  and  the  others  were  leaning 
from  their  saddles  to  follow  the  explanation, — when  an 
unexpected  voice  out  of  the  darkness  close  by  lifted  up 
all  their  startled  heads. 

It  WHS  General  Tom  Harris's  voice,  quiet  and 
friendly. 

"What's  that  you  say  about  my  horse,  Will  Tur- 
ner? " 

The  blacksmith's  hurried  apparition  at  the  house  on 
th  ;  hill,  and  his  request  for  a  lantern,  had  aroused  the 
Kinenil's  curiosity  and  caused  him  to  take  his  hat  and 
walking-stick  and  stroll  down  to  the  road. 

All  were  stricken  dumb  by  the  sudden  question.  Tur- 
ner straightened  up  awkwardly  and  glanced  at  Rudd, 
who  was  nearest  him ;  Rudd  glanced  at  Nickell,  who  in 
turn  glanced  at  Culp.  Culp  hemmed  and  turned  his 
fiice  aside  and  made  a  pretence  of  spitting.  The  gen- 
<  mi's  culm  eyes  passed  from  countenance  to  counte- 
HHiKT  in  a  puzzled  way.  When  he  recognised  the  town 
nmrshal,  he  smiled. 

"  You  here,  Wes  Culp.?  Well,  if  our  stormy  petrel  is 
out,  trouble  must  be  brewing  for  somebody.  What's 
wrong?  " 

Mr.  Andrews  was  gnashing  his  teeth  moanwhilc  at  the 

•  lolay,  but  nobody  hastened  to  answer.     Culp  essayed 

♦  o   speak,    mumbled   some    uninteUigible   sounds,    then 
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cleared  his  throat  several  times,  and  made  a  gesture 
towards  the  banker. 

"  It  means,"  said  Mr.  Andrews  in  a  high  fretful  voice 
like  that  of  a  fever  patient,  "  the  bank  has  been  robbed. 
The  robbers  fled  by  this  road  with  your  horse." 

"With  Judas?"  the  general  snid,  much  surprised. 
"  Impossible !  Why  Randall  has  Judas, — took  him  out 
of  the  stable  not  an  hour  ago !  " 

"  Your  son  is  one  of  them,"  cried  the  banker. 

"My  son?" 

"  We  have  a  warrant  for  his  arrest !  " 

General  Harris  stood  a  moment,  his  hands  behind  him 
in  his  usual  contemplative  attitude.  A  half  smile  lin- 
gered on  his  lip,  and  he  looked  up  in  the  banker's  fev- 
erish face  as  though  he  suspected  a  queer  practical 
joke.  He  was  repeating  the  other's  words  aloud,  like 
one  who  doubts  if  he  heard  aright.  Then  came  a 
change,  instant  and  terrible.  Letting  the  stick  drop 
behind  him,  he  leaped  without  warning  straight  at  the 
banker's  thick  throat,  and  dragged  him  down  from  the 
saddle ; — all  this  with  never  a  word  or  shout,  only  a 
low  groaning  of  inarticulate  wrath. 

Culp  flung  himself  from  his  horse,  as  did  his  follow- 
ers, and  strove  vainly  to  loosen  those  mighty  gripping 
hands  from  Mr.  Andrews's  throat.  The  stout  little  old 
general  seemed  dilated  to  a  giant  by  passion,  and 
yielded  to  their  combinc<l  tugging  and  hauling  no  more 
than  (I  boar  worried  by  dogs. 

"(leneral!  General!"  implored  Culp  in  a  panting; 
»  liii'.  '*  I.it  liiiii  go!  I  don't  want  to  strike  you!" 
'J'wiii  In  raised  the  butt  «»f  his  gun,  but  desisted.    Then, 
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pcrccivinjf  by  Mr.  Andrews's  empurpled  visage  that  he 
was  throttled  almost  to  unconsciousness,  he  brought  the 
iron  stock  heavily  down.  General  Harris,  struck  full 
on  the  temple,  threw  up  his  hands  at  the  black  sky  end 
fell  backward  into  the  wet  grass  beside  the  road. 

"  tlirist  knows  I  didn't  want  to  do  it ! "  Culp  ex- 
claimed, flinging  down  his  rifle  with  an  oath  and  kneel- 
ing over  the  unconscious  form  to  wipe  away  the  blood 
which  began  to  trickle.  "  I  had  to  do  it,  boys !  You 
fiil  saw  I  had  to!" 

As  if  matters  were  not  already  bad  enough,  old  Dick 
Hillary,  who  had  been  stationed  far  out  in  the  field 
southeast  of  the  barrack,  came  running  up  the  road  just 
then.  The  lantern's  dim  glimmer  had  enabled  him  to 
see  the  marshal  strike  General  Harris.  He  paused  to 
ask  no  questions,  but  gave  a  yell  like  a  maddened  cata- 
mount, and  drawing  his  revolver  rushed  in  to  kill  Culp, 
as  though  the  civil  war  were  on  again.  It  took  the 
combined  eflTorts  of  the  blacksmith,  Rudd,  and  \ickell 
to  hold  him  long  enough  to  make  him  listen  to  reason. 

Nickell  ran  to  the  well  behind  the  barrack,  and 
fetched  a  hatful  of  water,  which  Culp  applied  to  the 
goneiars  face.  After  some  little  while  General  Harris 
oponod  his  e\elids,  sighed  deeply,  and  sat  up.  He  put 
hi-^  Jiand  to  his  bleeding  forehead,  looked  dizzily  about 
him  at  their  solicitous  faces,  and  then  with  Culp's  aid 
rose  to  his  feet. 

"  I  nuist  ask  a  favour  of  you,"  said  he  in  a  low 
shaken  tone.  "  Please  don't  search  my  house.  .  .  . 
It  would  kill  his  mother.  .  .  .  The  boy  isn't  there. 
I  give  my  word  he  isn't  there." 
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"  Your  word  goes,  general,"  replied  Culp.  '*  We'll 
not  let  his  mother  know." 

*'  For  my  own  purt,"  the  general  said,  lifting  his  head 
and  speaking  more  firmly,  "  I  know  this  is  some  strange 
mistake.  My  son  may  have  been  wild  and  dissolute, 
but  he  is  innocent  of  such  a  crime.  If  you  don't  object, 
I  shall  saddle  a  hors<  at  once  and  overtake  you.  I  must 
not  desert  him  now." 
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GULP'S  po88c  had  not  ^ot  more  than  five  mil 
eastward,  following  the  pike  towards  Lyili 
Junction,  when  hehind  them  they  heard  the  fiiri 
ous  gallop  of  a  horse,  and  General  Harris  soon  tlashed 
up  and  joined  the  rear  of  the  cavalcade.  The  lanti  rii 
revealed  that  he  had  bound  a  handkerchief  about  his 
head  and  wrapped  himself  in  an  old  blue  cavalry  cape 
against  the  rain;  and  the  foam  and  mud  on  the  black 
horse  which  he  bestrode  testified  to  the  hard  pace  at 
which  he  had  come. 

They  advanced  somewhat  slowly,  becniise  it  was 
lUHtssary  to  make  sure  that  the  fugitives  had  not 
tinned  off  from  the  main  road  at  any  unsuspected  point. 
As  Turner  had  to  bend  down  from  his  saddle  and  lower 
the  lantern  to  inspect  the  tracks,  the  hor-es  had  fre- 
quently to  be  reined  in.  It  was  fortunate  for  their 
quest  that  the  heavy  recent  rains  had  not  ordy  softened 
the  ground  but  interrupted  traffic.  The  telltale  hoof- 
prints  and  wheel-ruts  stamped  into  the  mud  by  Judas 
and  by  the  runabout  which  he  drew  were  deep  and  dis- 
tinct, and  there  had  been  no  wagon  on  the  road  since. 
The  trail  seemed  about  to  lead  straight  into  Lytle 
Junction. 

"  If  it  does,"  remarked  Gulp,  "  we've  got  'cm.  They 
must  be  caught  already,  because  my  telegram  »;ure 
waked  up  that  chief  of  police." 
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Dick  Hillary  had  dropped  back  by  degrees  till  he  was 
riding  beside  his  former  war-leader.  The  two  were  half 
a  dozen  paces  behind  the  others. 

*'  Gin'ral,"  said  he  in  a  cautious  tone,  bringing  a 
hand  smartly  up  alongside  his  leathern  cheek,  the  while 
he  shifted  his  quid  and  kept  his  one  serviceable  eye  war- 
ily on  the  horsemen  ahead ;  "  Gin'ral,  all  present  'r  ac- 
counted f'r,  sir.'* 

General  Harris  nodded  in  silence. 

"  Gin'ral,"  Dick  ventured  again,  still  more  warily, 
*'I'm  on  this  here  job  fer  a  purpose,  sir, — same  as  you. 
Trust  old  Dick,  sir."  And  he  shifted  his  quid  again  to 
relieve  a  slight  embarrassment.  "  Us  two  '11  stand  by 
the  boy,  sir." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  general,  and  that  was  all. 

"  Us  two  could  handle  this  here  bunch,  I  reckon,  like 
so  much  head  of  cattle,  sir,"  Dick  next  remarked  con- 
templatively, in  some  doubt  how  the  suggestion  would 
be  received. 

The  general  seemed  to  pay  no  heed  to  it.  Immersed 
in  his  own  gloomy  thoughts,  his  hat  pulled  down  over 
the  handkerchief  on  his  forehead,  he  rode  forward  and 
gave  no  answer.  Indeed  just  at  that  moment  an  inter- 
ruption occurred  which  would  have  prevented  a  reply, 
had  he  intended  to  make  one. 

They  had  almost  reached  the  base  of  the  long  high 
hill  which  lies  west  of  Lytle  Junction,  when  Napoleon 
Nickell  suddenly  called  a  halt.  Hp  was  unwilling  that 
the  least  item  of  evidence  of  his  superior  knowledge 
should  escape  attention. 

"  Yonder,"  said  he,  "  yonder  is  the  hiding-place  of 
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the  gang.  Those  tracks  '11  turn  in  at  that  gate,  or  you 
can  mark  N.  B.  Nickell,  esquire,  down  as  a  liar." 

He  pointed  out  a  shadowy  farmhouse  to  the  right  of 
them,  that  stood  well  back  from  the  road,  behind  a  cor- 
ner of  its  orchard,  with  a  solitary  spark  of  candle  at 
one  window.  For  a  moment  a  flare  of  lightning  tore 
away  the  mask  of  darkness,  and  they  saw  a  lane  run- 
ning between  two  rows  of  snake-fence  towards  the  or- 
chard. 

"  Why,  that's  Lem  Snyder's  house !  "  exclaimed  Gulp. 
"  Good  Lord,  is  everybody  mixed  up  in  this  ?  " 

"I  can't  help  it,"  retorted  the  amateur  detective. 
"  I  know  what  I'm  talking  about,  because  Randy  Har- 
ris drove  in  here  every  time  he  came  over  to  Lytle.  See 
for  yourself ! " 

The  truth  of  his  words  became  apparent  a  moment 
later.  When  Will  Turner  swung  the  lantern  along  the 
ground,  the  marks  of  hoofs  and  wheels  were  found  to 
turn  in  at  the  gateway,  and  the  gate  had  been  left 
swinging  wide  open.  Culp  promptly  divided  his  forces 
to  prevent  escape;  and  at  a  sharp  double  whistle  from 
him  they  all  closed  in  on  the  house  at  a  trot. 

As  the  seven  horsemen  clattered  into  the  farmyard, 
and  fowls  that  were  roosting  in  an  apple-tree  fluttered 
and  squawked,  and  a  cowardly  dog  barked  loudly  from  a 
safe  retreat  under  the  porch,  the  door  of  the  house  was 
flung  open.  A  barefooted  man  in  shirt  and  overalls 
rushed  out  on  the  porch,  and  stood  there  staring,  in  a 
broad  patch  of  light  from  the  open  doorway.  It  was 
Lemuel  Snyder  himself,  a  stoop-shouldered,  sandy- 
bearded  man,  very  badly  scared. 
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"  In  the  name  of  heaven,  what's  wrong,  neighbours?  " 
he  cried  in  a  shrill  voice,  vibrant  with  alarm.  "  Is  it 
fire?" 

"  We  want  the  three  men  that  came  here  this  evening 
in  V.  rig,"  said  Culp  sternly,  riding  close  to  the  porch. 

"  Tlircc  men?  "  Snyder  repeated  after  him  vacantly. 
"  Oh,  yes  !  Mebbe  thar  was  three !  That's  you,  Wcs 
Culp,  ain't  it?  Oh,  I  see !  You're  after  'cm  !  What  they 
done?  All  I  know  is,  I  heard  a  horse  and  rig  come  rij)- 
tearin'  up  my  lane.  I  run  out;  but  before  I'd  got  to 
the  edge  of  the  orchard,  they'd  throwed  down  the  bai 
into  m}'  tobacco  and  drove  like  hell-bent  for  election 
down  the  side  of  the  field  to  the  ford." 

"When  was  this?" 

*'  Along  a  little  while  after  dark,  mebbe  two  hours 
ago." 

"  Did  you  say  a  ford?     A  ford  back  here?  " 

"  Not  what  you'd  rightly  call  a  ford  now.  But  in 
low  water  thar's  a  place  whar  a  few  ncighboiu's  got  a 
habit  of  crossin'  the  crick.  I  don't  generally'  mind  'em 
usin'  the  edge  of  that  field  or  the  lane,  if  they'd  put  the 
bars  up  after  them.  But  these  darned  dinink  fools  went 
through  like  a  shot,  and  left  everything  wide  open. 
They  must  ha'  been  crazy  tryin'  to  cross  thar  to-night. 
The  crick's  plumb  up  over  the  bank.  Ten  to  one 
they're  drownded !  " 

"We'll  see  about  this,"  said  Culp.  "Come  with 
me." 

He  compelled  Snyder  to  accompany  him  to  the  edge 
of  the  orchard,  where  a  brief  examination  with  the  lan- 
tern showed  that  the  bars  must  have  been  thrown  down 
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and  a  horse  and  wagon  driven  recklessly  into  the  to- 
bacco-patch. A  whistle  brought  the  other  members  of 
the  posse  from  guarding  the  house,  and  all  together 
they  raced  down  the  edge  of  the  tobacco  to  the  creek. 

Snyder  had  made  no  mistake  in  saying  that  the  water 
was  up  over  the  bank.  Thursday  night's  continuous 
heavy  rain  and  the  constant  showers  since  had  swollen 
Yellow  Bud  Oeek  to  a  wide  turbid  flood.  Two  or  three 
lurid  electrical  flickers  along  the  clouds  revealed  it  to 
all.  Some  rods  back  from  th?  acclivity  that  marked 
the  ordinary  bounds  of  the  stream,  the  horses  were  al- 
read}'  splashing  above  the  hock  in  the  muddy  overflow. 
With  one  accord  the  riders  reined  up  and  sat  in  the  sad- 
dle and  stared  at  the  turbulent  gloom,  whence  arote  the 
multitudinous  hiss  and  wash  of  swift  water  through 
half-submerged  bushes,  saplings,  and  weeds.  If  three 
men,  a  horse,  and  wagon  had  attempted  to  cross  at  that 
point  on  such  a  night,  desperation  must  have  forced 
them  to  it. 

"  They  sure  drowned,"  muttered  young  Rudd,  voic- 
ing the  unspoken  thought  of  the  others. 

At  the  words.  General  Harris  suddenly  seized  the  lan- 
tern from  Turner,  struck  his  horse,  and  rode  forward  in 
silence  over  the  bank.  Dick  Hillary  followed  him  at 
once  like  a  good  soldier.  Neither  Wesle}'  Culp  nor 
tlio  banker  would  be  outdone;  and  then  the  others,  fol- 
lowing their  example,  urged  their  unwilling  houses  in 


loo. 


By  the  time  all  the  members  of  the  drenched  and  drip- 
ping posse  had  swum  the  deepest  part  of  the  torrent 
and  found  footing  and  were  wading  out,  General  Har- 
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ris  had  dismounted  on  the  farther  shore  and  explored 
the  bank  with  the  lantern  for  some  forty  yards  down- 
stream. 

"Thank  God!"  he  exclaimed  fervently  at  last. 
"  The  boy  had  a  hard  fight  for  it,  but  here's  where  he 
landed." 

Everyone  as  soon  as  he  had  wrung  some  of  the  water 
from  his  clothes  went  to  see.  In  the  firm  wet  brown 
sand  one  could  easily  detect,  not  only  the  dent  of  horse- 
shoes and  rut  of  wheels,  but  the  footprints  of  three  men, 
indicating  that  the  fugitives  had  swum  across  holding 
to  the  sides  of  the  wagon. 

The  place  was  a  tract  of  waste  land,  chiefly  barren 
sand,  lying  between  the  creek  and  the  old  White  Stump 
road.  It  was  a  straggling  wilderness  of  dwarfed  wil- 
low scrub  and  weeds.  Turner  took  the  lantern  again 
and  followed  the  tracks  through  the  brush  till  it  be- 
came apparent  that  the  horse  and  wagon  had  struck 
into  the  White  Stump  road  and  gone  north-westward, 
away  from  Lytle  Junction. 

"  Doubled  on  their  trail,"  wisely  remarked  Napoleon 
Nickell.  He  had  been  somewhat  cast  into  the  back- 
ground by  recent  developments,  and  felt  it  was  time  to 
assort  himself.  "  This  is  an  old  criminal  dodge  cov- 
ered by  Rule  Eleven." 

"  Mount,  boys,"  ordered  Culp.  "  If  that  boss  ain't 
made  of  iron,  it  must  be  gettin'  nigh  fagged  out." 

On  tlie  White  Stump  road,  however,  new  difficulties 
retarded  the  pursuit,  A  horse  and  carriage  must  have 
gone  westward  some  time  ahead  of  the  fugitives.  There 
were  also  traces  of  a  horse  having  galloped  eastward 
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towards  Shantytown  and  the  railroad  gap,  and  back 
again,  before  any  of  the  other  tracks  had  been  made. 
These  signs  of  unusually  heavy  recent  travel  upon  the 
half-abandoned  old  dirt  road  so  confused  and  obscured 
the  trail  which  Gulp's  party  was  following,  that  several 
times  it  became  necessary  to  halt  and  debate  whether 
the  pacer's  hoofprints  had  been  lost  or  not.  Turner 
went  afoot  with  the  lantern,  amid  the  mounted  men; 
and  as  he  swung  the  lantern  low,  a  procession  of  gigan- 
tic shadow-legs  walked  along  the  fences  beside  them  like 
ghostly  flankers.  Otherwise,  walls  of  abyssmal  darkness 
shut  them  in. 

The  chase  proved  to  be  unexpectedly  near  its  end. 
At  the  mouth  of  a  narrow  weedy  private  road,  where  a 
broken  signboard  gave  warning  to  trespassers,  they 
found  that  not  only  Judas  had  turned  off  from  the  main 
thoroughfare,  but  also  the  preceding  horse  and  carriage. 
Up  this  private  way  the  posse  moved  with  some  caution. 
It  led  through  a  black  mass  of  timber.  But  after  they 
had  advanced  three  or  four  hundred  yards  into  the 
woods,  they  were  made  aware  of  a  habitation  ahead  by 
the  deep  savage  barking  of  a  dog.  Then  from  out  the 
shadow  sounded  the  shrill  whinny  of  a  horse  near  at 
hand,  and  the  black  horse  which  General  Harris  was 
riding  joyfully  answered  it. 

"  That  must  be  Judas  in  there,"  declared  the  general 
at  once. 

This  announcement  sent  a  thrill  through  all  of  them. 
The  marshal  made  a  hasty  plan  to  cut  off  escape,  and 
with  a  rush  the  horsemen  swept  into  the  clearing;  the 
silence  was  shattered  by  the  muffled  thunder  of  iron 
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sliocs.  A  lean  shaggy  beast  like  a  wolfhound  leaped  up, 
snarling,  at  the  lantern ;  but  Turner  whacked  it  on  the 
head  with  the  revolver  he  carried,  and  sent  it  off  howl- 
ing. A  man  was  seated  on  the  wooden  doorstep  of  the 
house,  his  back  against  the  closed  door.  He  must  have 
been  sound  asleep,  for  it  was  only  at  the  lust  moment 
he  sprang  up  in  front  of  the  charging  horses  and 
started  to  run ;  but  he  was  so  dazed  and  bewildered  by 
the  abrupt  awaking  that  he  ran  directly  in  the  way  and 
was  almost  trampled  underfoot.  Gulp  caught  him  by 
the  collar,  jumped  to  the  ground,  and  called  for  the 
lantern.  A  swing  of  it  before  the  man's  face  revealed  a 
long  sharp  ugly  nose  and  a  pair  of  blinking  narrow  slits 

of  eyes. 

"  That's  one  of  'em ! "  cried  Nickell,  close  at  the  mar- 
shal's heels.  "  That's  the  unknown  !  "  And  he  could 
not  restrain  his  exultation,  but  snajjped  his  fingers  in 
the  prisoner's  face.  "Aha,  you!"  said  he.  "You 
thought  you  could  outwit  vie!  " 

"  Shut  up,  Nap,  and  cover  him  with  you  gun  till  I 
get  the  others,"  said  Gulp,  who  at  once  rushed  on  in  at 
the  front  door. 

The  marshal  found  himself  in  a  small  entry  at  the 
foot  of  a  flight  of  steep  bare  steps  that  went  up  between 
two  dingy  walls  of  plaster  to  a  closed  door  on  the  floor 
above.  An  unshaded  lamp,  with  a  cracked  and  partly 
blackened  chitniiey,  had  been  set  on  one  of  the  lower 
steps;  and  at  the  sudden  inward  swing  of  the  door, 
the  flame  of  the  wick  leaped  and  dodged,  and  tossed  a 
maze  of  flittino;  shadows  all  about.  Gulp  paused,  one 
foot  on  the  lowest  step,  to  get  his  bearings.     There  was 
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a  shut  door  on  his  left,  another  oi  his  right.  He  opened 
each  in  turn,  and  took  up  the  kmp  and  went  a  little 
way  inside  the  rooms.  They  were  only  a  couple  of  ordi- 
nary rooms,  such  as  might  be  expected  in  a  common 
farmhouse;  one  evidently  the  parlour,  with  a  few  cheap 
pictures  on  the  wall,  a  carpet  on  the  floor,  a  hairclotlx 
of;i,  and  a  round  centre-table  on  which  lay  a  family 
Bible  and  a  thick  gilt-edged  album ;  the  other  as  plainly 
tlie  kitchen  and  general  living-room;  both  empty  of  oc- 
cupants. 

Satisfied  that  there  was  nobody  on  the  ground-floor 
of  the  house,  Gulp  came  out  into  the  entry  again.  Just 
as  he  did  so,  the  door  at  the  top  of  the  staircase  opened, 
permitting  for  a  moment  the  lo'  and  of  a  woman's 
moaning  to  be  heard;  and  the  a  man  came  out,  and 
softly  drew  the  door  shut  behind  him. 

The  man  stood  looking  down  the  stairs,  and  the  pe- 
culiar manner  in  which  his  magnified  shadow  was  flung 
up  on  the  wall  and  ceiling  behind  him  caused  him  to  ap- 
pear unnaturally  tall  and  dark. 

"  What  does  this  mean.''  "  he  inquired  in  a  calm  reso- 
lute manner. 

It  was  a  full  minute  before  the  marshal  recognised  in 
the  tall  dark  man  the  familiar  lineaments  of  Randall 
Harris. 

"  It  means  I  want  you.  Randy,"  replied  Gulp  quite 
us  determinedly,  throwing  forward  his  Winchester  and 
sotting  down  the  lamp.     "  I  want  you  and  Sam  Riggs." 

While  he  was  speaking,  Mr,  Andrews  and  the  black- 
smith and  Napoleon  Nickcll  came  in  at  the  door  behind 
him;  the  others  of  the  posse  had  remained  outside  to 
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guard  the  prisoner  and  prevent  an  escape  from  some 
other  exit. 

"  Are  you  in  a  hig  hurry,  Culp?  *'  asked  Randall  with 
something  of  cool  defiance  in  his  air. 

"  Right  smart  of  a  hurry,"  said  the  marshal. 
"  Fact,  we  can't  wait."  And  he  set  his  foot  on  the  low- 
est step.  "  If  you  won't  come  down,  I'll  come  up  after 
you." 

"Stop!"  said  Randall,  so  sharply  that  the  other 
halted.     "  What  do  you  want  us  for?  " 

"  I  have  a  warrant  here  for  your  arrest.  You're 
charged  with  breaking  into  the  bank  at  Bculah,  also 
with  stealing  Widow  Thome's  money-box." 

There  was  a  brief  silence,  while  the  marshal  and  his 
followers  warily  eyed  the  young  man  to  see  how  he 
would  act.  Randall  seemed  to  ponder,  as  though 
weighing  the  chances  for  escape  or  resistance.  Then  ho 
deliberately  sat  down  on  the  topmost  step,  folded  his 
arms,  and  allowed  a  slow  smile  to  relax  his  mouth. 

"  Say,  you're  a  pack  of  damned  fools,"  he  drawled 
out. 

His  inexplicable  manner  nonplussed  them ;  they  hesi- 
tated. 

"Do  you  surrender?"  cried  Culp,  advancing  cau- 
tiously upstairs. 

"  Well,  if  you're  bound  to  put  your  foot  in  it,  Wes, 
— of  course  I  do." 

"Where's  Sam  Riggs?" 

"  Sam's  in  tliat  rooin,"  and  Randall  poked  his  thumb 
over  his  shoulder;  "but  if  I  were  you,  I  don't  think  I'd 
be  in  such  a  hurry  to  go  in  there." 
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By  this  time  they  had  all  mounted  the  stair,  crowd- 
ing at  each  other's  heels.  Without  heeding  the  advice, 
the  marshal  threw  open  the  door,  and  started  to  rush 
in.  Then  he  stopped  short,  tramping  on  the  hunker's 
toes ;  and  the  four  fierce  pursuers  halted  in  the  doonvuy. 
The  menace  of  their  attitudes  and  knitteu  brows  faded 
from  them.  They  awkwardlj-  tried  to  hide  their  guns 
behind  them,  for  these  seemed  a  profanation  in  that 
spot. 

It  was  a  long  room,  and  a  solitary  lamp  with  a  brown 
paper-shade  burned  low  on  a  table.  It  was  like  one  of 
Rembrandt's  sombre  pictures,  where  figures  loom 
against  a  shadowy  background.  Upon  a  rumpled  bed, 
that  formed  a  patch  of  staring  whiteness  in  the  prevail- 
ing dark,  a  haggard  female  head  lay.  There  were  faint 
gasps  and  fiutterings  at  the  throat,  and  the  meagre  fin- 
gers of  an  almost  fleshless  hand  scratched  at  the  sheet. 
At  the  farther  side  of  the  bed  stood  a  middle-aged  lean 
impassive  man,  holding  between  thumb  and  finger  a  pair 
of  gold  nose-glasses  that  glinted  in  the  lamplight. 
From  time  to  time  he  laid  the  nose-glasses  straddling 
across  the  lower  part  of  his  nose,  and  stooped  over  to 
wipe  the  sufferer's  lips  with  a  piece  of  absorbent  cotton. 
He  did  this  very  tenderly,  but  straightened  up  after- 
wards, took  off  the  nose-glasses,  elevated  his  eye-brows, 
and  looked  bored.  A  woman  wearing  a  calico  house- 
wrapper  was  kneeling  at  the  nearer  side  of  the  bed,  and, 
in  contrast  to  the  physician's  indifference,  her  shoulders 
heaved  up  and  down  with  suppressed  sobs.  Back  in  the 
shadow,  a  little  removed  from  the  bed,  Sam  Riggs 
leaned  against  the  wall,  pallid  and  steadily  watchful. 
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While  the  intruders  still  hung  about  the  doorway  in 
the  first  shock  of  surprise,  the  end  came.  The  physi- 
cian suddenly  took  from  a  small  stand  beside  him  a 
green  vial  and  stooped  over  to  apply  it  to  the  sick  wo- 
man's lips.  But  there  was  a  last  quick  turning  of  the 
head  on  the  wrinkled  pillow,  a  deeper  gasp,  a  stretch- 
ing of  the  body  underneath  the  sheet, — and  the  naked 
soul  had  drifted  out  into  the  void  of  silence  that  en- 
shrouds all  things. 

"  It  is  over,"  said  the  physician  in  a  dry  voice,  and 
corked  the  green  vial  carefully,  and  put  on  his  nose- 
glasses. 

Thereat  the  kneeling  woman  broke  out  in  a  loud 
moaning  cry.  But  Sam  Riggs  turned  quietly  towards 
the  men  in  the  doorway. 

"  1  heard  you  say  you  wanted  me,"  he  said  a  little 
huskily  to  Culp  with  a  pale  smile.  "  I  nmst  ask  you 
to  wait  a  few  moments  yet ; — my  wife  is  dead." 


XXI 

WHEN  the  two  captives  discovered  inside  tin 
house  were  brought  down  to  the  yard,  Ran- 
dall  Harris  first  learned  that  his  father  was 
of  the  pursuing  party.  The  general  had  been  standing 
outside  among  the  horses.  As  soon  as  the  door  opened, 
he  hurried  forward  in  unwonted  agitation,  with  his  arms 
out,  as  though  to  embrace  his  son.  But  the  young  man 
proudly  and  sullenly  stepped  back. 

"Of  course,"  said  he  with  resentful  irony,  "my 
father  would  be  foremost  in  pursuit.  Nobody  could  ex- 
pect him  to  believe  in  my  innocence  on  any  charge !  *' 

"  Ah,  boy,  if  you  knew  .  .  ."  began  the  general. 
And  then  shutting  his  firm  lips,  he  dropped  his  head  on 
his  breast  and  went  slowly  back  among  the  horses. 
They  could  see  him  moving  to  and  fro  under  the  trees, 
head  bent,  hands  clasped  behind, — a  vague  shadow. 

U  had  been  a  painful  incident;  but  everybody's  at- 
Untion  was  soon  diverted  by  Napoleon's  Nickell's  at- 
lempt  to  extract  evidence  from  the  long-nosed  man. 
They  were  all  lingrring  near  the  doorstep,  waiting  till 
Wesley  Culp  should  come  downstairs.  TIil  amateur 
detective  was  in  high  feather,  convinced  that  to  himself 
WHS  due  all  the  credit  of  this  tremendous  exploit.  He 
.  tepp'd  over  with  m^ch  dignity  to  where  the  first  pris- 
oner was  standing,  and  tapped  him  patronisingly  on  the 
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"  So !  '*  remarked  he.  "  You  thought  you  were  so 
sly  hanging  about  Beulah  that  nobody  would  find  out 
you  were  fixing  to  make  the  haul  on  the  bank.  But  I 
had  you  spotted  weeks  ago.     I  knew  you  by  your  long 


nose. 


»> 


"  Looky'  here,"  growled  the  man  in  question,  more 
hurt  by  the  allusion  to  his  facial  defect  than  the  attack 
on  his  character.  "  If  that  nose  ain't  up  to  your  stand- 
ard of  beauty,  little  feller,  you  just  leave  it  alone.  It 
don't  hurt  you!     Why,  yours  ain't  no  idle  dream,  you 


mow. 


There  was  a  chuckle  from  Will  Turner  near  by,  and 
Nickell  threw  a  mortified  frown  over  his  shoulder. 

"  You  needn't  get  funny,"  said  he.  "  This  is  a  seri- 
ous business.  You'll  find  that  out  before  I'm  through 
with  you!  What's  your  name.'*  Come  now!  Speak 
out!" 

"  I  can't  very  well  speak  in,"  coolly  replied  the  long- 
nosed  one.  "  So  I  reckon  I've  got  to  speak  out,  if  at 
all.  ^fy  name's  Martin  Bing, — and  I  hope  that's  some 
comfort  to  you." 

"Where  from?" 

■  From  a  place  where  they  keep  the  corotier  busy  on 
account  of  these  all-fired  smart  little  folks.  I'm  from 
Wheeling,  West  Virginia." 

"  So ! "  said  Nickell,  and  cast  over  his  shoulder  a 
knowing  wink  to  signify  that  he  was  getting  some  dam- 
aging statements.  "  Have  you  got  any  trade  or  busi- 
ness besides  bank  burglary?  " 

"  Quite  some.  I'm  here  on  business  right  now.  I*m 
what  you  call  a  tracer." 
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"A— That?"  exclaimed  Nickell,  stepping  back  from 
him  in  astonishment.     "  You're  a  what?  " 

"A  tracer,  a  spotter,  a  private  detective,  gents,  at 
your  service."  And  the  long-nosed  man  produced  from 
his  vest-pocket  a  bunch  of  moist  soiled  business-cards, 
which  he  gravely  distributed.  "  A  Icetle  wet,  you  ob- 
serve, but  the  lettering  still  plain,  if  you  step  up  to  the 
lantern.  '  Bing's  Private  Detective  Bureau.'  .  .  . 
You'll  see  better,  sir,  if  you'll  step  closer  to  the  light. 
Investigations  made  with  utmost  secrecy  and  dispatch. 
Charges  reasonable.  Consultation  free.  Satisfied  cli- 
ents our  best  ad." 

"A  detective,  hey?"  said  Nickell  with  a  superior 
smile  and  a  snort.  "  You  a  detective !  I  suppose,  now, 
you've  heard  of  the  National  Correspondence  Detective 
Bureau?"  And  he  threw  back  the  lapel  of  his  coat 
to  display  his  badge.  "I'm  the  Local  Representa- 
tive." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  man,  giving  him  a  queer  look.  "  I 
know  about  the  Bureau.  It  was  a  good  mail-order 
graft  while  it  lasted.  Fact  is,  I  wrote  the  text-book  for 
it,  '  Scientific  Shadowing,'  and  a  lot  of  suckers  bit  too, 
till  the  Postoffice  Department  put  us  out  of  business 
with  a  fraud  order.  Gawd,"  he  added  disgustedly,  "  I 
never  dreamt  I'd  get  it  handed  to  me  by  one  of  them 
dubs ! " 

"Well,"  said  Nickell,  visibly  staggered,  "if  you're  a 
detect ivf,  what's  your  business  down  here?  " 

"  Business  i^  business,  gents,"  answered  Biiig,  choos- 
ing to  ignore  Nickell  though  replying  to  his  (juestions. 
"  Bing's  Private  Detective  Bureau  Is  an  A-One  reliable 
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firm,  and  never  exposes  what  it  is  hired  to  keep  secret. 
I  was  hired  for  a  secret  investigation,  and  you'll  have  to 
wait  till  my  employer  speaks." 

"  Who's  you  employer,  then?  '* 

"  Mr.  Riggs,  there." 

Nobody  was  bold  enough,  however,  to  disturb  the 
gloomy  reverie  of  the  cashier.  He  sat  on  the  doorstep 
apparently  unmindful  of  all  that  was  said  or  done 
around  him.  The  sensational  elopement  of  his  young 
wife,  some  three  years  before,  with  one  of  those  priestly 
hypocrites  who  borrow  God's  livery  to  minister  to  Satan 
in,  was  still  fresh  in  the  mind  of  everybody.  How  mad 
his  disgrace  and  suffering  had  made  him  afterwards, 
plunging  him  a  while  into  the  wildest  dissipations,  till 
Mr.  Andrews's  forbearance  and  patient  remonstrance 
had  restored  him  to  apparent  sanity,  not  a  soul  in  Beu- 
lah  but  well  remembered.  Seeing  him  now,  come  from 
the  deathbed  of  the  erring  woman  whom  he  had  loved 
and  so  miserably  lost,  even  Napoleon  Nickell  foreborc 
to  intrude  upon  that  tragic  silence. 

The  marshal's  intention  had  been  to  start  back  for 
IJeulah  at  once;  but  several  delays  intervened.  First, 
a  thorough  search  of  the  house  and  premises  had  to  be 
made  in  an  efFort  to  locate  the  missing  money;  ami  the 
occupants  were  put  through  a  rigorous  investigation. 
The  physician  who  had  attended  on  the  dying  woman 
was  a  Dr.  Wells,  a  well-known  practitioner  of  Lytic 
Junction.  His  horse  and  buggy  were  found  hitched  to 
the  fence  outside.  He  stated  that  for  the  past  two 
months  he  had  been  treating  the  woman  for  tuberculo- 
sis ;  that  she  had  given  herself  out  to  be  a  Mrs.  Quinn 


i     ! 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


271 


(which  was  her  maiden  name),  and  that  she  had  seemed 
to  him  half-insane  over  her  troubles  and  had  been  a  very 
intractable  patient.  He  said  that  about  four  o'clock 
that  afternoon  he  had  been  summoned  by  a  barefooted 
boy  on  a  mule,  who  told  him  the  woman  had  swallowed 
a  dose  of  poison ;  and  on  reaching  her  bedside  he  found 
she  had  taken  a  large  quantity  of  arsenic,  evidently 
with  suicidal  intent.  He  had  done  what  he  could,  but 
the  case  had  already  passed  beyond  control  when  he  ar- 
rived. In  his  opinion,  it  would  only  have  been  a  few 
weeks  or  months  before  she  would  have  died  anyhow. 
Gulp,  after  questioning  the  physician  closely,  allowed 
him  to  depart. 

There  were  three  persons  dwelling  in  the  house.  One 
of  these  was  the  dead  woman's  sister;  and  Culp  himself 
and  several  of  his  party  recognised  her  as  one  of  the 
Quinn  girls  who  used  to  live  at  Beulah.  Bes^ides  her, 
there  were  only  her  husband,  a  rather  stupid  but  well- 
meaning  farmer,  who  was  found  upstairs,  and  her  son, 
a  half-grown  boy. 

Judas  and  the  battered  muddy  runabout  that  had 
crossed  the  flooded  creek  were  found  in  the  yard, 
hitched  to  the  fence.  In  the  bottom  of  the  wagon  they 
found  a  valise  which  answered  tlie  de,-cription  of  the  one 
the  cashier  had  been  seen  to  bring  out  of  the  bank  and 
throw  into  the  wagon.  They  eagerly  opened  it,  and 
found  that  it  contained  a  small  spirit-himp,  a  few  tiny 
forceps,  a  hannner,  and  some  bits  of  ohl  co})pt  r  ])late. 

'•  This."  said  NickcU  portentously,  "  i>^  h  most  im- 
portant find."     But  he  could  not  be  induced  to  explain 
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Although  the  marshal  left  no  stone  unturned,  he 
found  not  a  trace  of  the  stolen  money  from  the  bank  nor 
of  Mrs.  Thome's  cherrywood  box. 

It  was  towards  three  o'clock  in  the  morning  when 
Culp  and  his  deputies  and  prisoners  rode  out  of  the  yard 
oil  their  homeward  way.  By  that  time  the  &  >rmy 
weather  had  overblown.  The  sky  had  begun  to  clear. 
Flying  clouds,  beating  a  hurried  retreat  down  towards 
the  south,  left  behind  them  a  new  lucent  moon  to  lavish 
its  silver  upon  fields,  hills,  and  woods  still  dripping  from 
the  rain.  At  Nickell's  sage  suggestion  it  had  been  de- 
cided to  keep  the  prisoners  apart,  that  they  might  not 
hold  converse  with  one  anotlier.  Jerry  Rudd  dis- 
mounted, giving  his  horse  to  Randall  Harris,  and  rode 
in  the  runabout  with  Sam  Riggs.  Martin  Ring  was 
mounted  in  spite  of  his  protests  on  a  wretched  blind 
ploughhorsc  found  in  the  stable,  as  this  seemed  the  Mily 
available  animal  nearer  than  Shantytown. 

Their  shortest  route  home  would  have  been  to  recross 
Yellow  Bud  Creek  and  follo»v  the  Lytic  pike;  but  no- 
body wanted  another  taste  of  the  ford.  Tliat  out  of 
the  quostioii,  the  next  shortest  way  would  have  been  to 
go  oil  to  T>ytle  JuncHoii  and  then  return  by  the  Lytle 
])ike.  But  the  physician  on  departing  informed  Culp 
tliat  the  recent  floods  had  washed  away  the  White 
Slum[)  bridge,  so  tliat  it  would  be  necessary  to  go 
around  by  tlie  railroad  gap,  which  iiieaut  an  increase  of 
several  miles. 

After  consulting  the  others  of  the  party,  Culp  de- 
cided to  |)ro{ee(l  by  the  old  White  Stump  road  itself. 
This  would  bring  them  to  Beulah  finally,  in  a  round- 
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about  way,  over  Crow's  Nest.  Bing,  the  alleged  Wheel- 
ing detective,  urged  him  not  to  try  it,  declaring  that  he 
himself  had  been  over  it  once  that  afternoon  and  had 
found  it  almost  impassable. 

They  disregarded  Bing's  advice ;  but  a  mile  or  two  of 
plodding,  with  mud  to  the  horses'  knees,  convinced  them 
that  he  had  not  greatly  exaggerated  the  facts.  It  was 
then  too  late  to  turn  back,  however,  and  they  pushed  on. 
Progress  was  dishearteningly  slow.  Mr.  Andrews's 
jiorse  had  fallen  lame ;  and  the  crowbait  on  which  Bing 
sat  could  not  be  prodded  or  whipped  to  a  pace  faster 
than  a  most  deliberate  advance  of  one  *oot  and  then  the 
other.     This  delayed  them  all. 

In  a  dreary  silence,  disturbed  only  by  the  sucking 
noise  of  hoofs  lifted  out  of  the  mud,  the  creak  of  sad- 
dles, and  an  exclamation  from  some  rider  as  his  steed 
stumbled,  they  followed  the  tortuous  windings  of  the 
old  dirt  road.  Napoleon  Nickell  was  riding  in  advance. 
Behind  him  was  Mr.  Andrews  with  Martin  Bing,  over 
whom  he  was  expected  to  keep  guard.  Next  came  the 
runabout,  in  which  sat  Sam  Riggs  and  Jerry  Rudd ;  and 
close  behind  the  wagon  rode  Will  Turner  as  a  guard  on 
the  cashier.  Culp  had  posted  himself  behind  Turner  in 
the  procession,  because  he  wished  not  only  to  keep  an 
eye  on  Sam  Riggs  in  front  but  on  Randall  Harris  who 
was  following.  In  the  shifting  about  at  the  start,  old 
Dick  Hillary  had  somehow  contrived  to  place  himself  as 
the  special  guard  over  Randall  Harris,  although  such 
would  not  have  bceii  the  marslud's  selection.  Last  of 
all,  and  considerably  in  the  rear,  rode  General  Harris. 

As  they  went  on,  the  cast  slowly  turned  grey.     The 
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mist-clothed  fields  began  dimly  to  emerge  from  the 
chaos  of  night.  Here  and  there  a  ghost  of  a  tree  or  a 
dark  streak  of  snake-fence  or  shed  jutted  out  of  the  fog. 
Faint  and  far  through  the  thinning  shadows  pealed 
down  the  hills  the  clarion  screech  of  roosters.  Dawn 
was  at  hand. 

A  quarter  of  a  mile  beyond  the  coloured  mecting-houso 
on  the  White  Stump  road,  they  struck  a  long  forest  of 
heavy  timber;  and  only  a  few  rods  within  the  edge  of 
this  timber,  they  would  cross  a  branch-road,  little  more 
than  a  bridle-path,  that  ran  straight  for  Carrton  Ferry 
on  the  Ohio  River.  And  it  was  just  as  the  wornout 
cavalcade  was  about  to  enter  the  lingering  night  of  the 
woods,  that  old  Dick  Hillary  revealed  himself  in  a  new 
and  depraved  role, — as  a  faithless  servant  of  the  law. 

"  Randy,  boy,"  whispered  he,  leaning  over  from  his 
saddle  till  his  lips  were  close  to  his  prisoner's  ear, 
"  now's  your  chanst !  The  gin'ral  and  nie'll  hold  this 
bunch  off  easy.     We  done  morc'n  that  in  the  sixties." 

"What  do  you  mean,  Dick.-*  "  asked  Randall,  sur- 
prised. 

"  Hsh!  When  we  strike  the  timber,  wait  till  I  edge 
up  close  to  Wes  Gulp's  elbow.  Then  you  cut  and  run 
like  sin!  When  he  turns  to  shoot,  I'll  ketch  him  behind 
the  car  with  this  pistol-butt.  Bill  Turner'U  never  git 
that  shotgun  raised  before  I  cover  liim.  The  gin'ral 
will  ketch  on,  and  him  and  me'll  hold  'em  off  here  till 
hell's  an  icehouse!  You  skip  down  to  Carrton  Ferry 
and  over  the  river  to  Ohio." 

"  Dick,"  said  Randall,  greatly  moved,  and  giving  the 
old  rascal's  hand  a  fervent  grip,  '*  I  thank  you !    Words 
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don't  begin  to  tell  how  I  thank  you!  You  stick  to  a 
friend  through  right  and  wrong, — and  that's  more  than 
my  father  would  do  for  me !  But  it's  no  use,  Dick.  If 
I  wanted  to  escape,  I  believe  my  father  back  there  would 
tshoot  me  down  like  a  dog !  " 

"  Sh,  lad !  "  murmured  the  one-eyed  veteran.  "  The 
gin'ral's  here  like  me, — to  lend  you  a  hand.  Why,  he 
fit  'em  once  to-night,  and  he's  only  waiting  a  chanst  to 
do  it  agin.     Don't  waste  time !     Now  fer  it !  " 

But  to  Dick's  intense  disgust,  Randall  only  laughed 
and  shook  his  head. 

"  No  go !  I'll  face  the  music !  What  was  it  you  said 
about  my  father's  fighting?  That  bloody  rag  about 
his  head,  is  it     .     .     .     ? " 

"  Yep,  Wes  Gulp  done  that  job  on  him,  and  if  you'd 
just  say  the  word,  I'd  make  pork  of  Gulp  now.  You 
see,  when  they  come  down  the  pike  past  your  house  and 
told  the  gin'ral  they  was  after  you,  he  waded  right  in 
to  clean  up  the  whole  outfit  barefisted.  If  he'd  only 
waited  till  I  got  there !     .     .     ." 

A  more  eloquent  narrative  could  not  have  stirred 
Randall's  blood  like  this  rough  description  of  General 
Harris's  struggle,  stealthily  whispered  to  him  in  the 
dark.  The  scales  fell  from  his  eyes.  He  began  to 
view  his  father  for  the  first  time  in  his  rightful  aspect. 
He  understood  at  last  the  deep  affection  of  that  taci- 
turn nature,  so  different  from  his  own ;  he  perceived  the 
love  that  could  not  vent  itself  in  words,  that  kept  itself 
hid,  but  flashed  out  in  furious  resentment  when  any  as- 
sault was  made  upon  its  object. 

With  new  insight  the  young  man   reflected.     Inci- 
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dents  of  the  past,  where  he  had  mistaken  his  father's 
stern  self-repression  for  coldness  and  indifference,  re- 
curred to  him  now  like  pages  of  a  book  written  in  a 
language  mIucIi  he  had  misunderstood  before.  He  was 
glad  that  the  gloom  of  night,  fog,  and  woods  concealed 
the  moisture  in  his  eyes;  but  in  one  of  those  whole- 
hearted boyish  impulses  of  his,  he  checked  liis  horse 
until  the  general  had  ridden  up  alongside  him. 

"What  is  it,  Randall.'*"  asked  General  Harris  anx- 
iously. "  Don't  worry  too  much.  We'll  get  this 
trouble  straightened  out  somehow." 

At  the  sound  of  that  voice  Randall  choked  up;  and 
then,  ashamed  of  his  weakness  but  driven  on  by  the 
swelling  emotion  in  his  heart,  he  flung  his  arm  about 
his  father's  neck. 

"Dad,  dear  old  dad!"  said  he.  "It's  not  that  I 
It's — it's     .     .     .     Oh,  what  a  fool  I  am !     .     .     . " 

"  There,  there,"  muttered  the  more  phlegmatic 
father.  He  did  not  comprehend  the  source  of  the  out- 
burst, but  patted  his  son  kindly  on  the  back.  "  Be  a 
man,  Randall.  We'll  put  Gabriel  Trench  to  work  on 
this,  and  he'll  soon  have  the  truth  about  that  stolen 
money.  Don't  get  worried,  boy.  Above  all,  keep  a 
smiling  face  for  your  poor  mother." 

Randall  choked  again. 

"  It's  not  the  stolon  money.  .  .  .  That  will  turn 
out  all  right,  I  know.  .  .  .  It's, — well,  it's  sonie- 
thiiig  so  much  more  important  to  ine,  I  don't  know  how 
to  tell  it!" 

They  rode  on  in  silence  through  the  woods  a  little 
way,  very  lovingly,  side  by  side.     It  was  still  night 
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under  the  interlaced  boughs ;  but  as  one  glanced  up  now 
and  then,  he  spied  a  gleam  of  wanner  light  on  the  high 
peak  of  some  tall  pine  or  beech ;  t.  .  face  of  the  moon, 
visible  through  bluish  veils  of  mist,  had  a  washed-out 
faded  look,  like  the  face  of  an  elderly  beauty  that  sees 
lier  younger  rival  drawing  near.  They  rode  in  silence; 
yet  the  general  was  puzzling  over  his  son's  words.  He 
spoke  finally,  as  one  who  ventures  on  unfirm  footing. 

"  I  suppose  you  refer,  Randall,  to  that  note  of  yours 
which  the  Sackbutts  will  present  for  payment  to-day?  '* 

"  Ah !     Then  you  knew  of  that ! " 

♦'  All  along.  I  didn't  mean  to  speak  of  it.  But  now 
that  you  have  this  other  trouble,  I'll  say  I  made  ar- 
rangements to  take  it  up  as  soon  as  presented  at  the 
bank." 

"  God  bless  you,  dad !  I  was  ashamed  to  go  to  you ! 
I  swore  I'd  get  out  of  that  scrape  without  your  help 
this  time.  I  was  in  a  horrible  stew  over  it,  till  yester- 
day. Then  Sams  Riggs  saw  something  was  wrong  with 
me  and  asked  me  questions  till  I  told  him.  And  he  said 
he'd  lend  me  the  money  at  a  fair  interest,  and  I  could 
pay  it  on  installments.     No ;— it  isn't  that  that  bothers 


me! 


More  puzzled.  General  Harris  rode  a  short  distance 
farther  in  thoughtful  silence. 

"  Well,  if  it's  neither  the  robbery  nor  the  note  that 
worries  you,"  he  exclaimed  at  last,  "  in  heaven's  name, 
what  is  it?     This  is  no  time  for  concealment,  boy !  " 

"Why,  sir,"  stammi.-cd  Randall,  "it's  just  that  I 
.  .  .  that  I  .  .  .  that  I  didn't  know  my  own 
dad  before!     That's  all,  dad!"     And  because  he  was 
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very  near  to  choking  again,  he  suddenly  began  to  whis- 
tle a  gay  and  lively  tune. 

Gulp's  vigilant  ear  had  long  caught  the  mutter  of 
suppressed  voices  behind  him.  Suspecting  that  Randall 
Harris  might  make  an  attempt  to  escape  while  in  the 
woods,  and  half  distrustful  of  Dick  Hillary's  motive 
when  that  wicked  old  rascal  insisted  on  guarding  this 
particular  prisoner,  the  marshal  had  quietly  decreased 
the  distance  between  himself  and  those  who  followed 
him.  Dick's  scheme  for  catching  him  itnawares  would 
probably  not  have  been  so  easy  as  it  looked.  But 
when  Culp  heard  Randall  strike  up  a  light-hearted  tune, 
he  scratched  his  ear,  smiled,  and  spurred  his  weary  horse 
forward. 

"  That  chap  don't  need  to  run,"  said  he  to  himself. 
"  I'll  bet  on  him !  Them  Harrises  are  too  game,  all  of 
them,  to  be  sneaks.  And  I'm  thinkin'  there's  a  wise 
little  feller  on  ahead  that's  got  some  things  to  learn 

yet." 

A  greyncss  had  spread  over  the  sky  long  before  they 
cntcr^^d  the  great  tract  of  timber ;  and  now,  as  they  drew 
near  its  edge,  they  began  to  see  a  rosy  tinge  of  light 
through  rifts  of  underbrush  and  between  the  crowded 
trunks  of  trees.  Birds  were  all  astir;  their  cheery  twit- 
ters filled  the  crisp  air;  a  flock  of  crows  flew  up  with 
loud  flap  and  caw,  and  winged  westward  over  the  tree- 
tops  like  fleeing  patches  of  midnight.  The  wine  of  sun- 
rise was  on  the  sky;  and  the  tired  horses  pricked  uj) 
their  ears,  neighed,  and  seemed  to  gather  new  energy. 

Still  there  were  miles  of  plodding,  however,  through 
the  adhesive  red  clayey  mud.    When  the  leafy  summit  of 
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Crow's  Nest  lifted  into  view  in  tlie  distance,  the  sun 
was  hi^h  and  fast  drinking  the  mist.  As  they  climbed 
the  steep  wooded  road,  Will  Turner  declared  he  could 
hear  the  big  bell  in  the  church-tower  at  Beulah  strike 
seven. 

A  fatigued  and  much  bespattered  posse  it  was  that 
rode  into  Beulah  at  last  with  its  prisoners.  But  the  re- 
ception it  got  there  drove  away  all  remembrance  of 
pains  and  aches. 


For  once  Beulah  was  thoroughly  aroused.  Ever  since 
the  marshal  and  his  posse  had  ridden  forth,  the  town 
had  been  bubbling  like  a  pot.  Such  excited  throngs  had 
not  seethed  and  buzzed  through  the  streets  before  within 
the  memory  of  man.  It  was  a  sullen  angry  crowd,  half 
inclined  to  wreak  its  discontent  on  something  or  some- 
body on  the  slightest  pretext,  as  Sylvester  Cobb,  the 
iii^ht-watchnian,  discovered,  when  Squire  Jenkins,  rout- 
ing him  out  from  the  back-porch  of  the  Brother  Jona- 
than House,  where  he  had  been  peacefully  sleeping  off 
last  night's  spree,  started  to  take  him  down  to  the  cala- 
boose. There  were  a  hundred  men  and  boys  around 
them  immediately,  who  pulled  and  hustled  the  fright- 
ened negro,  and  called  for  a  rope,  and  kept  up  a  din 
long  after  he  was  behind  the  bars. 

Ill  news  flies  fast.  It  also  flies  far,  and  grows  as  it 
flics.  Rumours  that  a  gang  of  robbers  had  broken  into 
the  Beulah  bank  and  pillaged  several  houses  and  at- 
tacked several  citizens,  spread  in  the  night  all  up  and 
down  the  river  and  through  the  surrounding  regions. 
Farmers  from  as  far  out  as  Piney  Fork,  Shoup's  Mills, 


280 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


^ 


^_w  J_-... 

J 

t.  «■*,  >  ■■ 

«3Ja-. 

■ 

1^-  r   .  ' 

1 

R-^::; 

^1— ir^=^. 

11 

'T    - 

4 

-  1 

m 

t 

m 

i 

and  Liberty  Corner,  whose  savings  were  entrusted  to 
banker  Andrews,  had  got  word  of  the  disaster — prob- 
ably from  the  telegrams  which  the  marshal  had  sent, — 
had  pulled  on  their  boots,  and  ridden  in  to  loam  the 
worst.  Horses,  mules,  splashed  buggies,  and  wagons 
lined  both  sides  of  Main  Street  wherever  there  was  a 
hitching-post  or  tree.  Bearded  men  in  rough  clothes, 
with  their  trousers  tucked  into  their  boots,  stood  in 
groups  or  moved  about  the  sidewalks. 

In  front  of  the  Bloodgood  mansion  quite  a  crowd  had 
formed  whose  object  seemed  to  be  to  watch  the  upper 
windows,  where  Miss  Parthenia,  suffering  from  a  nerv- 
ous headache  as  a  rr^sult  ^f  last  night's  scare  and  hold- 
ing a  wet  cloth  to  her  head,  peered  out  from  time  to 
time. 

Before  Sam  Riggs's  modest  lodgingr  on  Green  Lane, 
another  throng  had  gathered.  His  landlady,  Mrs. 
Kraus,  inferred  from  their  grave  looks  the  direst  ap- 
prehensions for  herself  and  property.  Several  times 
she  appeared  at  her  front  door  to  declare  in  shrill  tones, 
ucconipHiiied  by  n  violent  wringing  of  lier  hands  in  her 
apron.  Hint  she  never,  no  never,  had  dreamed  of  such 
»h-oadful  goings-on  under  her  roof; — that  she  would  as 
-oon  have  harboured  a  rattlesnake  in  her  bosom; — that 
that  man  had  often  taken  her  little  Hattie  on  his  knee 
and  kissed  the  child  and  made  little  copper  toys  for  her, 
no  doubt  to  cover  his  deep  villainous  purposes  and  to 
pull  the  wool  over  people's  eyes ; — but  that  she  would 
take  her  oath  before  her  Maker  that  if  she  had  had  the 
least  suspicions  of  his  wicked  motives,  s  .o  would  as  soon 
have  nllnwnd  a  case  nf  srrsallpov  in  the  Imuse. 

Mrs.  Booher,  next  door,  however,  who  bore  Mrs. 
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Kraiw  an  ancient  pfrudj^e  (IntiiiL;  from  a  disputo  over  n 
borrowed  wash-boilor,  stood  out  in  litr  dooryard  to 
the  ncfflect  of  her  husbimd'K  broakfast,  piid  with  many  a 
8i|;piificant  nod  assured  all  comers  that  birds  of  a  feather 
flock  together;  and  that  nobody  could  ever  make  her 
believe  that  a  woman  whose  grocd  for  jjain  extended  to 
the  point  of  making  an  innocent  trustful  neij^hbour  pay 
for  a  hole  in  a  wash-boiler  tliat  wa  in  it  when  the 
boiler  was  borrowed,  was  above  having  a  finger  in  this 
robbery;  and  that  for  her  part,  slit-  had  hud  her  sus- 
picions of  Jane  Kraus  all  along,  ever  since  she  had 
noticed  Randy  Harris  slipping  into  the  house  so  often 
after  dark. 

But  on  the  sidewalk  in  front  of  the  closed  bank- 
doors  the  crowd  was  greai.  .  It  blocked  the  street, 
and  now  and  then,  w'  en  a  cui-t  or  buggy  tried  to  force 
a  passage  through,  there  were  cries  of  warning,  and 
some  jostling,  and  perhaps  a  word  or  two  of  banter. 
But  for  the  most  part,  the  people  were  strangely  quiet. 
A  murmur  of  tongues  was  audible,  yet  everyone  seemed 
mute.  Look  where  you  would,  you  saw  strained  eyes 
and  lips  compressed.  There  were  many  women,  and 
of  these  some  were  holding  children  up  to  look  at  the 
windows  of  the  bank,  as  thougli  the  drawn  green  blinds 
were  a  rare  spectacle.  Those  persons  who  had  forced 
tlieir  way  nearest  to  the  building  kept  trying  to  peep 
ifisido.  At  a  corner  of  the  plateglass  in  the  front  door, 
wliore  there  was  a  small  rent  in  the  ciirtain,  a  regular 
processio..  followed  one  anothei  in  the  endeavour,  by 
stooping  down  and  gluing  an  eye  to  tlie  glass,  to  catch 
H  giiiiipse  of  the  darkened  interior.  Only  one  person 
seemed  utterly  beside  himself,  and  that  was  Harry  K. 
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Smart,  the  enterprising  editor  of  the  Beulah  Weekly 
Star.  He  was  rushing  about  hatless,  eagerly  question- 
ing everybody,  his  hair  stuck  out  in  all  directions,  a 
pencil  over  each  ear,  and  a  tablet  of  hurriedly  collected 
items  in  his  hand. 

Some  had  been  there  before  daybreak ;  and  there  was 
one  who  had  reached  the  bank  first  of  them  all,  and  had 
not  moved  from  her  place  since.    She  clung  to  the  brass 
handle  of  the  locked  door;  in  one  hand  she  clutched  a 
bankbook  whose  leathern  back  had  turned  a  dark  brown 
from  age  and  much  thumbing.     It  was  little  Sallie  Mc- 
Fardle,  who  had  been  putting  her  savings  away,  week 
after  week,  and  had  expected  to  lift  the  mortgage  on 
her  cottage  next  Monday.    She  never  opened  her  mouth 
to  speak,  though  one  could  often  see  her  tongue  Hcking 
her  dry  lips.     From  time  to  time  she  turned  up  her 
wan  grey  face,  which  had  grown  years   older  in   the 
night,  and  stared  at  the  church-steeple  and  the  town- 
clock. 

A  fairer  morning  never  shone.  A  cool  breeze,  soft 
and  playful,  had  sprung  up  after  the  rains,  and  it 
rustled  the  leaves  of  the  trees  and  wrinkled  the  pools  of 
rainwater  that  stood  here  and  there  in  the  gutters.  A 
sky  of  cobalt  blue  smiled  over,  swept  clean  of  all  clouds 
except  a  few  balls  of  fleece  that  came  up  from  the  west 
like  sheep  from  the  washing. 

Four  o'clock  had  struck — five — six — seven.  And 
eac!i  time,  as  the  great  bell  boomed  out  its  throbbing? 
signal,  the  pigeons  had  fluttered  up  from  the  sunned 
church-roof  and  then  calmly  settled  down  again.  The 
iron  arrowheads  now  had  reached  twenty-six  minulcs 
past  seven. 
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An  electric  shock  seemed  to  run  through  the  crowd. 
Up  at  the  head  of  Main  Street,  where  the  road  comes 
down  from  Crow's  Nest,  a  man  had  shouted  some  unin- 
telligible words  and  was  waving  his  hat.  A  score  of 
boys  and  men  started  on  a  run  towards  him,  to  learn 
what  he  meant.    All  eyes  turned  in  that  direction. 

Around  the  comer  rode    Napoleon    NickcU    on    his 
fagged  muddy  horse.     His  tremendous  rifle  was  slung 
across  his  saddle,  his  badge  gleamed  in  the  sun ;  and  no 
Roman  conqueror  ever  charioted  it  along  the  Appian 
Way  in  a  military  triumph  with  prouder  mien  or  more 
exultant   visage   than    Judge  Trench's   law-clerk   ad- 
vanced down  ^lain  Street.     Appropriating  the  whole 
demonstration  to  his  own  merits,  he  doffed  his  hat  to 
right  and  left.     Behind  him,  the  mere  appendages  of 
his  glory,  came  the  rest  of  the  posse  and  the  prisoners. 
And  the  mingled  roar  and  scream  that  went  up  at  the 
sight  of  them  sounded  as  though  a  dozen  bedlams  had 
poured  their  inmates  upon  the  streets  of  Beulah. 

It  seemed  hardly  an  instant  before  the  cavalcade  was 
surrounded  by  a  tumultuous  mob.     Oaths  and  threats 
Avere  hurled   against   the   prisoners;   fists,   sticks,   and 
stones  were  brandished  at  them ;  and  a  hundred  angry 
hands  made  as  if  to  snatch  the  bridles.     But  when  Wes- 
ley Culp  in  his  cool  determined  manner  lifted  his  Win- 
chester from  his  saddlebow,  cocked  it,  and  let  his  stem 
grey  eye  range  over  the  thronging  faces  to  single  out 
some  principal  offender,  the  frenzy  rapidly  dwindled. 
"  Make  way  there,  boys,"  he  said. 
And  they  made  way.    Through  a  narrow  lane  in  the 
crowd,  Culp,  at  Mr.  Andrews's  request,  conducted  the 
prisoners  first  to  the  Bank  Building,  that  there  might 
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be  no  further  delay  in  ascertaining  the  oxact  extent  of 
the  robbery.  Here  Sam  Riggs  was  left  in  charge  of 
the  banker  and  Will  Turner  and  Jerry  Rudd  for  the 
present,  while  the  marshal  hurried  the  others  over  to 
Squire  Jenkins's  office.  The  gaping  crowd  divided.  Most 
of  them  followed  jostling  at  the  heels  of  the  horses, 
to  see  General  Harris  give  bond  for  his  son.  But  many 
remained  on  the  sidewalk  in  front  of  the  bank,  to  learn 
the  results  of  Mr.  Andrews's  hasty  disappearance  inside 
with  his  erring  cashier.  They  would  have  forced  their 
wav  in  after  them  wh  n  the  door  opened;  but  Will 
Turner  stationed  himself  at  the  entrance.  Harry  K. 
Smart  made  frantic  efforts  to  gain  admission,  invoking 
the  majesty  of  the  press,  cajoling,  arguing,  and  gestic- 
ulating, while  he  scrawled  all  sorts  of  shorthand  notes 
on  his  tablet  for  the  benefit  of  the  forthcoming  extra 
edition  of  the  Beulah  Weekly  Star.  Turner  only 
grinned  and  shoved  him  back  like  the  others.  Pres- 
ently, however,  the  bank-clerks.  Homer  Martin  and 
Barclay  squeezed  through  the  crowd,  and  these  two 
were,  after  a  brief  conference,  admitted. 

For  the  next  twenty  minutes  nothing  occurred  to  ap- 
pease the  fierce  curiosity  of  the  public.  Then,  as  the 
town-clock  was  striking  eight,  Homer  Martin  appeared 
at  all  the  windows  successively  and  raised  the  blinds. 
Those  that  looked  in  beheld  Sam  Riggs  and  his  assist- 
ants quietly  sorting  packages  of  greenbacks  and  silver ; 
and  Mr.  Andrews,  hatless  and  coatless,  came  to  the  open 
door.  He  was  transfigured ;  his  great  round  pink  face 
glowed  like  the  dawn;  his  eyes  sparkled;  his  joyous 
voice  rang  out :     "  Friends,  the  vault  has  at  last  been 
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opened!  There  had  been  nothing  stolen— nothing 
touched !  It  was  all  a  hoax— all  the  empty  dream  of  a 
fool  whose  babble  had  poisoned  my  mind !  We  are  open 
for  business !  '*  And  with  moist  eyes  he  laid  his  hands 
on  little  Sallie  McFardle's  shoulders— she  had  been 
standing  quietly  there  all  this  time— and  drew  her  in- 
side. 

Such  a  cheer  as  went  up  must  have  deafened  the  birds 
in  their  flight  overhead.    Every  dog  in  town  came  out 
to  bark.     But  there  was  a  little  man,  denoted  by  a  truc- 
ulent -ed  nose,  wiry  black  hair,  and  a  most  important 
man    r,  who  was  just  then  walking  back  from  Squire 
Jenkins's  office  amid  a  circle  of  admirers,  with  the  editor 
of  the  Weekly  Star,  who  had  run  to  meet  him,  hanging 
to  his  elbow  and  feverishly  taking  down  his  lightest 
word.     Upon  this  little  man  Mr.  Andrews's  loud  speech 
fell  like  a  sudden  blight.     It  shriveled  him  up.     His 
very  nose  paled.    On  an  instant  he  seemed  shrunk  to  a 
fraction  of  his  former  proportions,— aye,  and  would 
gladly  have  exchanged  sizes  with  Tom  Thumb  to  slink 
away  unobserved.     He  created  a  temporary  diversion 
by  making  a  wild  dash  for  the  staircase  of  the  Bank 
Building.    But,  disappearing  in  the  office-rooms  above, 
he  was  straightway  forgotten  in  the  jubilation.     Sk 
transit  gloria. 
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THAT  Saturday  morning  had  furnished  enough 
sensation  to  make  a  year's  gossip  at  Beulah  fire- 
sides. But  it  was  to  be  a  day  of  wonders,  and 
the  wonders  had  not  yet  ceased.  The  bank  had  not  been 
open  more  than  an  hour,  and  groups  still  hung  about 
the  bank-windows  discussing  the  recent  events,  and 
Wesley  Gulp  and  Dick  Hillary  were  still  in  the  bar 
room  of  the  Brother  Jonathan  House  moistening  their 
throats  and  retailing  to  a  respectful  audience  the  night's 
adventures,  when  a  new  tumult  arose.  "  Zack  Gil- 
more  ! "  exclaimed  amazed  voices  all  up  and  down  Main 
Street. 

It  was  indeed  no  other  than  that  black  sheep 
of  Beulah.  With  a  commendable  gravity  of  de- 
meanour he  was  walking  in  the  light  of  day  unafraid. 
His  aunt  was  at  his  side,  and  ht  was  holding  over  her 
head  her  black  silk  parasol  with  a  solicitude  which  in- 
dicated that  an  entire  reconciliation  had  taken  place 
between  them.  Widow  Thome's  countenance  was  be- 
nignant as  the  morning  itself,  and  she  carried  before 
her  on  her  palms  the  famous  cherrywood  box  around 
which  so  much  mystery  clung ;  but  never  had  the  state- 
lincss  of  the  pricbtess  of  occult  science,  her  calm  as- 
surance of  triumphant  knowledge,  been  more  apparent. 

Along  the  leaf-flecked  sunny  sidewalk  of  Main  Street 
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they  came.  And  the  inhabitants  of  the  town,  old  and 
young,  wise  and  simple,  gathered  from  all  quarters  to 
behold  them;  and  little  boys  and  dogs  ran  noisily  on 
ahead  of  them  or  trooped  behind  them ;  and  everybody 
stared — and  stared.  "  Zack  knows  the  constable's  out 
of  town,"  somebody  audibly  remarked.  Somebody  else 
saw  fit  to  laugh  at  that;  an  1  presently  everybody  was 
tittering.  Even  the  placid  lips  of  Widow  Thome  were 
wreathed  in  an  indulgent  smile  as  she  and  her  culprit 
nephew  reached  the  door  of  the  bank. 

They  disappeared  in  the  banker's  private  office,  and 
the  door  closed  behind  them.  It  was  Mr.  Andrews 
who  first  heard  the  full  story  of  the  mystery  of  the 
j|  cherrywood  box, — the  box  reposing  meantime  on  his 

desk  before  his  eyes,  the  widow  seated  triumphantly  op- 
posite him  with  her  handkerchief  and  pocketbook  in  her 
lap,  and  Zachary  Gilmore  standing  in  hypocritical  meek- 
ness behind  his  aunt's  chair. 

"  I  defy  you  to  doubt  now,  Joe  Andrews ! "  said  the 
lady  after  a  somewhat  protracted  conversation.  "  Such 
overwhelming  proof  of  the  truth  of  occult  phenomena 
it  would  be  madness  for  you  to  disbelieve !  Did  not  my 
prediction  come  true?     Answer  me  that  !  " 

In  some  preplexity  the  banker  brushed  a  fly  from  his 
scalp. 

"  Really,  I'm  so  stupid  this  morning,"  said  he,  smil- 
ing. "  Up  all  night,  riding  steeplechases,  swimming 
ri.ers,  slashing  through  miles  of  mud  on  a  wild-goose 
hunt, — I  don't  just  recall  your  prediction, — except  that 
the  bank  was  to  be  robbed  and  that  poor  Sam  Riggs 
Would  i'ob  it.     Well,  neither  happened,  you  see!" 
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"  Such  is  ever  the  fate  of  a  prophetess  \ "  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Thome.  "  Folks  in  this  town  never  believe  a  thing 
I  predict; — and  when  it  comes  true,  they  vow  and  de- 
clare I  said  the  opposite ! "  She  tapped  her  foot  a 
moment,  but  then  assumed  an  air  of  large  patience. 
"  Well, — I  can  wait.  Time  will  show !  Time  will  see 
justice  done  me." 

"  But  what  was  it,  then,  that  you  did  predict?  " 

"  Did  I  not  tell  you  how  the  spirit  of  my  cousin 
Matilda  Edwina  Padgett  was  revealed  to  my  subliminal 
self,  and  warned  me  that  my  cherrywood  box  would  be 
carried  away  by  a  tall  person?  And  was  it  not  the 
truth?    Answer  me  that !  " 

*'  Hold  on  a  moment,"  said  Mr.  Andrews.  "  From 
what  you  told  me  a  little  while  ago  I  gathered  that 
your  nephew  here,  whose  New  York  cheque  you  now  ac- 
cept as  your  own  act, — your  nephew  was  lurking  in 
the  shadow  of  the  church  last  night,  when  my  daugh- 
ter.    .      .      ." 

"  Not  wishing  to  offend,"  hastily  interposed  Zachary. 
"  Abject  pardon  begged  all  round.  But  would  you 
kindly  leave  off  that  word  '  lurk '?  Sounds  bad.  I  said 
1  was  on  my  way  to  my  dear  aunt's  house  to  throw  my- 
self on  my  bended  marrowbones  and  win  her  forgiveness 
first  and  then  let  her  summon  the  officers  to  cast  me  into 
a  dungeon." 

"  Ah,  if  you  only  knew  how  I  was  longing  to  forgive 
you !  "  whimpered  the  widow,  wiping  her  eyes.  "  How 
little  you  fathomed  my  love!  And  I  had  thought  when 
your  vision  appeared  to  me  in  the  kitchen,  that  you  were 
de-dead ! " 
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Her  graceless  nephew  stuck  a  silver  dollar  into  his 
left  optic  like  a  monocle,  and  winked  over  her  head, 
while  he  made  his  voice  quiver  lugubriously. 

"  Yes,  dear  aunt.  I  think  that  vision  must  have  ap- 
peared to  you  the  night  I  was  so  seriously  considering 
suicide; — but  I  couldn't  die  without  your  forgiveness 
first." 

"  At  any  rate,"  said  the  banker,  "  however  he  got 
there,  my  daughter  met  him  there  in  the  dark.  She  was 
deceived  by  the  white  hat  and  clothes,  and  thinking  he 
was  Randall  Harris,  entrusted  the  box  to  him.  He,  it 
seems,  carried  it  straight  to  you.  Now  that  was  a  very 
satisfactory  adjustment  of  the  matter; — but  I  still 
fail  to  see  how  it  accords  with  your  prediction.  He 
didn't  run  away  with  it." 

"  Now  that's  just  like  a  man ! "  Widow  Thorne  pro- 
tested, dropping  her  wet  handkerchief  into  her  lap  and 
straightening  up.  "  Of  course  if  you're  going  to  quib- 
ble over  small  points  like  that.  .  .  .  Didn't  he 
run  away  from  her.''  " 

"  But  he  doesn't  answer  the  description !  I  recall  you 
described  the  robber  as  a  tall  dark  man.  Zachary  here 
may  be  tall  enough,  but  he's  not  dark." 

"It  happened  in  the  dark,  didn't  it.f"  And  ain't 
that  almost  the  same?  It's  plain  that's  what  my  cousin 
Matilda  Edwina  Padgett  meant  anyhow.  She  always 
used  to  be  careless  how  she  expressed  herself." 

"  With  that  interpretation,"  said  Mr.  Andrews,  "  I 
concede  you  were  gifted  with  the  tongue  of  prophecy.'* 
He  arose  laughing,  and  made  her  a  bow.  "  But  now 
let  us  restore  this  box  to  the  vault,  and  bury  with  it  all 
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remembrance  of  the  groundless  suspicions  and  worry 
which  its  brief  vacation  caused." 

Thus  closed  the  incident  of  the  cherrywood  box.  And 
as  nothing  at  all  had  been  stolen,  the  charges  against 
Sam  Riggs,  Randall  Harris,  and  Martin  Bing  never 
even  came  to  a  hearing; — they  were  dropped  at  once. 
But  the  extra  edition  of  the  Beulah  Weekly  Star,  which 
came  out  that  afternoon,  contained  a  slashing  account 
of  the  great  bank-robbery  hoax  in  Mr,  Harry  K. 
Smart's  most  effective  style.  It  was  headlined  in  black 
type  an  inch  long : — 


"BEULAH  FRIGHTENED  BY  A  DANGEROUS  LUNATIC! 
SHOULD  NAPOLEON  B.  NICKELL  BE  ALLOWED  AT 
LARGE?  COUNTY  MUST  PAY  DEAR  FOR  HIS  FREAK. 
THOUGHT  HE  WAS  A  SHERLOCK  HOLMES!" 


r 


It  had  been  the  law-clerk's  whispering  of  his  ingen- 
ious suspicions  in  Mr.  Andrews's  ear,  shorth'  after  Mrs. 
Thome  had  removed  her  money-box,  that  had  alarmed 
the  banker,  and  caused  him  to  begin  a  secret  investiga- 
tion of  his  cashier's  books,  under  the  impression  that 
the  accounts  were  not  straight. 

Napoleon  Nickell's  whole  theory  of  a  plot  to  loot 
the  bank  was  based  on  his  having  discovered  that  Sam 
Riggs  was  in  the  habit  of  meeting  Martin  Bing  behind 
the  old  barrack.  Those  surreptitious  interviews  were 
for  a  far  different  purpose  from  what  the  amateur  de- 
tective imagined.  Sam  Riggs  had  been  disturbed  for 
some  time  by  receiving  letters  from  his  truant  wife, 
who,  deserting  her  partner  in  sin  or  being  deserted  by 
him,  had  come  back  and  taken  refuge  under  the  roof  of 
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her  nmrricd  sister,  n.  few  miles  out  of  Lytic  Junction, 
on  the  White  Stump  road.  She  had  always  been  a 
rather  flighty,  weak-heuded  woman,  and  her  mind 
seemed  to  have  become  slightly  unbalanced  by  tlie  tor- 
ment of  memory.  She  wrote  several  times  imploring  her 
husband's  forgiveness.  On  his  ignoring  her  letters  or 
sending  tlicm  back  unopened,  she  began  to  threaten  self- 
destruction,  and  also  declared  that  she  was  dying  and 
lacked  food,  medicine,  and  clothes  ;^in  short,  she  used 
every  device  that  could  suggest  itself  to  her  desperate 
morbid  feminine  mind  to  stir  his  pity  and  soften  his 
resolution  of  shutting  her  out  of  his  life.  Once  she 
e\  en  ventured  into  Beulah  on  the  afternoon  'bus,  hoping 
for  a  chance  to  throw  herself  in  his  way.  As  Sallie 
McFardle  was  a  distant  relative  of  the  Quinns,  the  poor 
creature  made  herself  known  to  the  milliner  and  would 
have  slept  there  over  night ;  but  Sallie  was  frightened  at 
her  strange  wild  demeanour  and  talk,  and  refused  to 
accommodate  her. 

Though  Sam  Riggs  pretended  to  ignore  his  wife's 
letters  and  appeals,  they  preyed  on  his  peace  of  mind 
like  vultures.  Those  nervous  symptoms  began  which 
alarmed  Mr.  Andrews.  Such  was  the  consistency  of  the 
cashier's  strong  brooding  nature,  that  in  spite  of  Ms 
contempt  for  the  faithless  woman,  love  of  her  still  lin- 
gered like  an  outlaw  in  his  heart,  creeping  about  its 
former  home.  Ashamed  of  his  weakness,  h-.  nevertheless 
secretly  employed  the  Wheeling  detective,  Martin  Bing, 
to  shadow  the  woman  and  report  to  him  from  time  to 
time  behind  the  old  barrack,  where  their  interviews  were 
not  likely  to  excite  comment. 
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Shortly  aftrr  Martin  Ring's  omploymont,  nnd  wlion 
Napoleon  Nickdl's  suspicions  were  ulri-udy  afire,  tlio 
frantic  half-domented  woman  accosted  Randall  Harris 
in  front  of  the  courthouse  at  Lytle  Junction.  They 
had  been  schoolmates,  as  children.  She  made  herself 
and  her  sorrows  known  to  him ;  and  he  was  too  tender- 
hearted to  resist  her  iii.portunity.  The  easy-going  fel- 
low was  appalled  by  her  wild,  whirling  words  and  re- 
peated threat  to  kill  herself,  and  gave  her  his  promise  to 
try  to  soften  her  husband's  heart  towards  her  sufficiently 
for  her  to  obtain  an  interview.  He  did  try,  faithfully 
and  persistently.  But  the  miserable  woman  was  too  un- 
reasoning to  await  results.  She  came  over  to  Beulah 
on  the  'bus  nearly  every  afternoon  to  waylay  Randall 
and  assail  him  with  foolish  accusations  of  neglecting 
her  cause. 

When  the  thread  of  her  tragedy  had  become  en- 
tangled in  the  skein  of  so  many  other  human  interests, 
the  recreant  wife  on  a  despairing  impulse  carried  out 
her  threat  of  suicide;  and  Martin  Bing,  who  had  been 
boarding  at  her  sister's  house  and  was  not  suspected  of 
being  a  detective,  was  intrusted  with  a  message  from 
the  dying  woman  to  Randall  Harris,  in  which  she 
begged  him  to  bring  her  husband  to  her  bedside.  And 
us  soon  as  Bing  brought  him  the  message,  Randall 
hitched  up  Judas  and  hurried  into  town  to  find  Sam 
Higgs. 

It  happened  that  Mrs.  Kraus's  little  daughter.  Hat- 
tie,  was  ill  at  the  time.  The  cashier's  hobby  in  hi:^ 
leisure  hours  was  the  making  of  trinkets  out  of  pennies 
and  small  bits  of  metal,  and  of  late  he  had  been  con- 
structing a  Noah's  Ark  of  tiny  copper  animals   for 
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IlalUp.  But  in  order  tliat  tlio  rlink  of  his  liammer 
might  not  disturb  the  sick  chihl,  he  had  put  liis  tools 
and  spirit-lamp  in  a  vali;  e  and  gone  down  to  the  bank, 
to  work  there.  This  was  a  common  enough  habit 
with  the  lonely  man,  and  had  never  excited  comment 
until  Napoleon  Nickell's  imagination  fastened  upon  it. 
Sam  Riggs  had  lighted  his  spirit-lamp  and  told  the 
coloured  watchman  that  he  might  take  an  hour  off  if 
he  chose;  and  when  he  had  worked  a  while,  Randall 
Harris  and  Martin  Bing,  who  had  failed  to  find  him  at 
his  boarding-house,  drove  up  with  word  that  his  wife 
was  dying.  At  the  news  his  resolution  never  to  see  her 
again  broke  down.  He  jumped  into  the  wagon,  and 
they  commenced  their  race  against  death. 

Such  were  the  simple  facts  underlying  Napoleon  Nick- 
cU's  finespun  theory.  There  was  still  some  mystery 
regarding  the  white-bearded  man  whom  Hans  Joquet 
had  secreted.  But  this  was  cleared  up  that  same  after- 
noon, when  the  constable  and  Ed  Pritchard  got  back 
from  Carrton  Ferry.  They  brought  Joquet  in  hand- 
cuffs, for  he  had  made  a  furious  resistance  which  enabled 
the  older  man  to  escape  to  Ohio.  The  little  foreigner 
was  cut  and  bruised  about  the  face,  and  pale  and  badly 
frightened,  for  he  believed  he  had  slain  Napoleon  Nickell 
and  that  he  was  arrested  for  the  murder.  On  leaniing 
that  the  law-clerk  was  alive  and  uninjured,  he  exploded 
in  joyous  cries ;  and  at  once  gave  a  full  explanation, 
before  Squire  Jenkins,  of  the  circumstances. 

Hans  Joquet,  as  he  chose  to  call  himself,  was  not  a 
PVenchman,  as  he  seemed,  but  a  Russian  from  Odessa. 
Rfcently  his  uncle,  who  hud  fled  from  Russia  for  a  polit- 
ical offence  and  emigrated  to  America,  had  been  in 
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danger  of  cxtrajlitlon  because  Ilusslnn  police  agents 
had  lodged  a  complaint  with  the  United  States  that  his 
oifence  had  not  been  political  but  criminal.  As  this 
question  was  still  undetermined,  the  old  immigrant  had 
concealed  himself,  and  had  finally  sought  shelter  of  his 
nephew  in  Beulah.  Here  he  remained,  keeping  under 
cover  as  much  as  possible,  till  Napoleon  Nickell's  per- 
sistent curiosity  alanned  him  and  Joquet.  ''"  e  two 
foreigners  waited  only  long  enough  to  arrai.^e  for 
another  hiding-place  at  Cincinnati,  Ohio;  and  on  Fri- 
day night  Joquet  escorted  the  old  man  down  to  Carrton 

Ferry. 

The  shopkeeper's  story  destroyed  Napoleon  Nickell's 
last  shred  of  respectability  as  a  detective ;  and  when  on 
Monday  morning  Randall  stepped  into  the  law-office, 
he  found  a  very  meek  little  law-clerk  hammering  in- 
dustriously on  the  typewriter,  and  not  the  least  snort 
was  audible  anywhere. 

"  Well,  Old  Sleuth,  how  goes  it  ?  "  asked  Randall  with 
a  laugh,  for  he  bore  no  grudges. 

"  Please  don't.  Randy,"  iminnurcd  the  little  man, 
blushing  like  a  peony.  "  I  burned  my  book  of  rules 
Saturday  night.  I  buried  my  badge  under  two  foot 
of  earth  in  our  back-yard.  And  now  I'm  going  to  take 
a  course  in  a  correspondence  school  of  oratory.  I'm 
going  to  study  Daniel  Webster  and  learn  to  be  an 
orator,  so  I  can  defend  people  that  are  accused  by  de- 
signing villains.  Would  you  .  .  .  would  you 
mind  shaking  hands,  Randy,— just  to  bury  the 
hatchet?" 
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IN  a  summerhouse  of  green  lattice-work,  sequestered 
from  the  street  by  elm  trees  uiul  june-herry  bushes, 
an  intellectual  young  person  in  n  white  dress  had 
been  recording  on  paper  the  high  thoughts  within  her, 
which  she  felt  the  world  nccdt-d.  A  bulky  mass  of  manu- 
script lay  on  the  rustic  table  before  her;  and  teasing 
puffs  of  breeze,  like  distracting  fancies  at  war  with 
serious  labour,  skirmished  in  at  the  door  to  harass  the 
uppermost  sheets.  But  the  lady  essayist  had  prudently 
laid  her  heavy  silver  inkstand  on  as  a  paperweight,  for 
she  was  determined  that  neither  wilful  breezes  nor  wil- 
ful fancies  should  hinder  the  completion  of  this  in- 
valuable boon  to  womankind. 

It  was  Sunday  afternoon,  just  two  weeks  and  a  day 
since  the  memorable  bank-scare,  and  the  treatise  was 
almost  completed.  Another  bold  ringing  blast  of  the 
controversial  trumpet,  and  she  might  ocrawi  '"  Finis  " 
under  it.  Yet  somehow  she  lingered.  The  penholder 
trailed  in  her  fingers;  its  inky  point  drew  idle  lines  on 
the  surface  of  the  table  until  the  ink  was  dry  and  it 
marked  no  more.  Those  wide  grey  eyes,  from  being 
long  obediently  bent  upon  the  paper,  had  grown  mu- 
tinous, and  their  glances  strayed  out  through  the  door- 
way to  the  brick  wall  beyond. 

There  was  nothing  peculiar  about  the  wall,  to  make 
one's  glances  play  truant.     It  was  an  ordinary  brick 
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wall,  glowing  red  in  the  August  sunshine;  a  line  of 
broken  glass  mortared  along  the  top  kept  out  prowling 
cats  and  boys  and  such  other  unwelcome  visitors  as 
might  try  to  climb  over  from  Keg  Alley.  A  vine  of 
English  ivy,  planted  in  Elder  Bloodgood's  time,  trailed 
over  the  bricks,  and  the  dark  waxen  leaves  rippled  and 
flickered  whenever  the  breeze  flowed. 

But  the  vine  was  plainly  not  what  held  her  vision. 
Her  face  was  full  of  dreams.  She  gazed  far,  far  be- 
yond the  wall,  as  though  it  were  a  mirror  in  which  she 
read  her  own  fancies. 

Well,  it  was  just  a  snatch  of  a  tune  that  her  ear 
had  caught  a  moment  ago.  Some  boy  whistled  it  when 
he  came  up  the  street  and  went  by  the  house.  It  was 
the  brave  old  tune,  "  King  Charles,"  a  favourite  among 
college  glee-clubs,  though  not  common  in  Beulah.  And 
it  disturbed  her  reflections  now,  only  because  she  had 
often  heard  it  whistled  in  the  summer  twilight  as  some- 
body used  to  come  up  the  street. 

To  surrender  one's  mind  to  insurgent  memories  is 
ignominious  of  course.  She  made  a  determined  dip 
into  the  ink-stand,  and  wrote : 

"In  view  of  these  indisputable  facts,  we  see  how  by  supe- 
riority of  physical  strength,  almost  by  sheer  brute  force,  man  has 
(ieprivcd  wornan  of  her  intellectual  endowment.  She  has  become 
the  passive  recipient  of  his  opinions  and  follows  blindly  wliitlu-r 
he  leads.    How  long  are  we  .   .  ." 

And  just  then — as  though  all  the  powers  of  darkness 
were  leagued  against  woman's  intellectual  emancipation 
—something  else  had  to  interrupt  the  writer.     There 
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was  a  slight  scraping  and  rubbing  against  the  outer 
side  of  the  brick  wall.    She  looked  up. 

Above  the  row  of  broken  glass  appeared  a  white 
hat.  A  neat  tan  shop.  •'.  ^oh  inches  of  black  sock,  and 
a  blue  trouser-leg  si  idonly  lifted  themselves  over  the 
wall  like  a  grapplin;  Ik  ok ;  and  before  the  indignant 
essayist  could  gather  her  m^r.'iscript  and  writing-ma- 
terials for  flight  into  the  house,  a  flushed  but  resolute 
young  gentleman  had  sprung  down,  and  was  dusting  off 
his  palms  and  trousers. 

"  I  thought  I'd  drop  in,"  said  he. 

"  How  dare  you !  "  she  cried.  "  After  I  refused  to 
see  you ! " 

"  Oh,  I  know  I'm  forty-seven  different  kinds  of  a 
brute,"  he  answered  coolly.  "  No  manners — no  sense 
of  politeness — a  rank  barbarian!  I  ought  to  be  horse- 
whipped for  such  rudeness.  But — what  of  it.''  I  do 
it  just  the  same." 

He  had  promptly  blocked  the  doorway  of  the  sum- 
mer-house, and  she  found  herself  a  prisoner. 

"  Sir !  Let  me  pass  !  "  she  fumed.  ''  You  have  no 
right  to  detain  me !    Oh,  you  shall  suffer  for  this !  " 

"  I've  suffered  too  much  already,  to  fear  more,"  said 
he  with  outrageous  effrontery.  *'  You  must  answer  a 
question  or  two  first." 

"  If  you  think  to  gain  anything  by  this  insolence, — 
you  are  sadl}'  lacking  in  reason ! " 

"  Reason?  I'm  not  acting  on  reason.  When  a  fellow 
is  in  love,  he  may  use  reason  for  his  physician  but  not 
his  ambassador.     I'm  here  to  ask  you  some  questions." 

She  sought  to  wither  him  into  abashment,  and  would 
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have  slain  him  with  her  eyes.  But  he,  apparently  un- 
daunted, leaned  against  the  doorpost,  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  and  countered  her  furious  glances  by  an  un- 
yielding smile.  Convinced  at  length  of  her  helplessness, 
she  sat  down  on  the  bench,  holding  her  pen  and  ink- 
stand and  manuscript  in  her  lap,  and  contemptuously 
shrugged  her  shoulders. 

"  You  may  ask  if  you  wish.  But  you  might  as  well 
expect  to  get  pears  from  that  elm  as  answers  from  me." 
And  after  a  moment's  tragic  pause,  she  added  with 
menacing  emphasis,  "  If  I  only  knew  who  told  you  I 
was  out  here !  " 

"  Well,  no-w,  I'll  set  you  a  good  example,"  said  the 
young  man.     "  I'll  answer  you  that,  and  gladly." 

"  Oh,  you  will  give  me  alms  after  robbing  me !  Thank 

you!" 

"  No,  it's  just  a  good  trade, — answer  for  answer. 
I  don't  say  that  your  Aunt  Parthy  told  me  in  so  many 
words,  when  I  inquired  as  usual  at  the  front  door;  but 
she  dropped  a  hint  that  this  was  an  excellent  spot  for 
meditation.  And  then  your  father  came  out  into  the 
hall  too,  and  remarked  that  he  must  get  the  top  of 
that  wall  fixed,  as  there  were  too  many  people  climb- 
ing over  it  lately.  So  I  just  took  my  life  in  my  hands, 
you  see,  and,  like  Ajax,  defied  the  hghtning." 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  girl,  and  gave  a  short  nod  of 
her  head  which  boded  ill  for  somebody. 

"  Now  that  I've  answered  you,  Beth,"  he  went  stead- 
ily on,  "  it's  only  fair  for  you  to  answer  once.  Here 
for  the  last  two  weeks  I've  come  every  day,  constant  as 
evening  itself,  to  your  house.  And  always  that  coloured 


il 


THE    BLACK    SHEEP 


299 


girl  meets  n  at  the  door  and  turns  me  away  with  a 
ready-made  excuse, — hke  a  New  England  handout  to  a 
hungry  tramp.  I've  persisted.  I've  tried  to  get  to  say 
just  a  word  to  you.  I've  written  to  you,  begging  for 
just  a  chance  to  talk  with  you  a  moment.  You  never 
could  see  me, — not  once !  "  His  assumed  composure  sud- 
denly deserted  him ; — he  cried  hotly, '"  No,  you  couldn't 
see  me!  But  you  could  see  Web  Marshall  and  Jack 
Plunkett  when  they  called !  '* 

"  I  did  not,"  she  declared.  "  I  have  refused  to  see 
any  callers." 

"  Well  now,  that's  some  comfort,  anyhow,"  said  he, 
brightening.  "  I  thought  you  had  something  against 
me  in  particular.'* 

"  Maybe  I  have,"  she  coldly  retorted. 

He  had  watched  his  opportunity,  meantime,  and  now 
^stepped  fonvard  so  as  to  imprison  her  behind  the  tabic. 
She  could  not  evade  him  except  by  climbing  over  it  or 
creeping  under  it.  Either  method  of  escape  would  have 
been  too  undignified.  She  had  to  sit  angrily  passive 
and  observe  him  drawing  the  lines  of  investment  closer. 
He  sat  down  very  warily  on  the  bench  near  her,  and 
rested  his  elbow  on  the  table. 

"Something  against  me?  What  is  it?"  he  de- 
manded. 

She  defied  his  insistent  eyes  a  moment,  and  then  her 
face  flamed  and  she  turned  her  head  hastily'  from  him. 

"  I  shall  answer  no  questions  on  compulsion." 

"  Oh,  it's  not  compulsion !  "  he  cried  out.  '*  You're 
no  more  deceived  by  my  boldness  than  I  deceive  my- 
self, Beth!     All  my  thoughts  of  you  have  been  a  ili'ine 
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that  trembled  more,  the  more  it  mounted.  But  s 
times  a  beggar's  necessity  makes  him  bold.  I'm  iiere 
as  a  beggar — an  armed  beggar,  if  you  will — but  only 
a  beggar  for  all  that !  You  know  you  did  tell  me  once, 
Beth,  that  you.  .  .  .  You  remember  the  night  you 
confessed  to  me  that  you  ...  I  might  find  pa- 
tience to  wait!  Yes,  I  might!  But  after  you  told 
me.  .  .  .  Why,  you're  like  the  eagle  that  lifted  the 
tortoise  up  to  heaven  only  to  dash  him  down!  What 
have  I  done  to  cause  this  .  .  .  this.  .  .  ." 
The  right  word  failing  his  tongue,  he  hurried  on  in- 
coherently. "  I  thought  I  understood  afterwards  about 
your  giving  me  the  mitten — the  glove  I  mean — poor 
Sue  Quinn's  glove!  It  hit  me  hard  at  the  moment,  but 
I  siaw  afterwards  how  you  must  have  mistaken  appear- 
ances on  the  church-steps.  When  the  truth  came  out 
about  Sam  Riggs  and  his  wife,  I  was  sure  you'd  see 
— you'd  have  to  see  that  you  had  wronged  me.  Why, 
your  own  father — if  there  was  some  stain  on  me,  you 
don't  suppose  he'd.  ...  It  can't  be  because  you 
think  I've  done  something  wrong.     .     .     .  " 

^  Oh,  it's  nothing  you  have  done,"  she  said  faintly, 
keeping  her  face  turned  from  him  all  the  time. 

"  Something  I've  left  undone?  " 

"  No,  not  even  that." 

"  But  you  said  you  had  something  against  nie !  " 
He  edged  nearer,  and  there  was  an  incredulous  inflec- 
tion in  his  voice,  which  changed  rapidly  to  one  of  in- 
dignant emphasis.  "  Now,  see  here,  Beth !  This  is 
absurd!  If  its  nothing  I've  done  nor  left  undone, — I 
won't  endure  this  punishment!      You  told  me  you  did 
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care  for  me— jou  know  you  did !  "  His  stealthily  near- 
ing  hand  had  suddenly  pounced  on  one  of  hers  and  held 
it  tight.  «  It*s  no  use,  Beth !  I  won't  stand  for  such 
treatment !  You  can't  give  me  your  heart  one  moment 
and  take  it  away  the  next !    I  want  to  know  the  truth." 

"  It's  something  no  woman  ever  forgave  a  rnan  for — 
and  never  will !  "  she  exclaimed,  and  struggled  angrily 
to  withdraw  her  hand  from  his. 

"  Still  I  M  ant  to  know  the  worst." 

"  Do  you  think  a  woman  would  ever  forgive  a  man  for 
causing  her  to  make  herself  publicly  ridiculous  about 
him.'>  No  woman  ever  did!  There!  Let  my  hand  go! 
Let  me  free ! " 

And  he  was  so  dumfoundcd,  that  she  did  succeed  in 
releasing  her  hand,  wliile  he  sat  staring  at  her. 

"  Oh,  you  mean  that  night— that  night  they  say  you 
wouldn't  tell  Gulp?  "  he  muttered  at  list. 

"  Don't  you  dare  to  laugh  too ! "  she  hissed,  burn- 
ing scarlet,  ;i  wild  menace  in  her  face.  "  If  you  do  I 
shall— I  could  htab  you!  Oh,  it  was  all  printed  on  the 
front  page  of  the  -S'^or— almost  a  column  about  it! 
Everybody  in  town  has  read  that  cruel  cold  print!  I 
shall  never  forgive  myself!  Oh,  I  shall  never  forgive 
you  for  being  the  cause!"  She  hid  hci  face  in  Lir 
hands  an  instant,  and  then  wrung  them  helplessly. 
"  Oh,  I  am  going  to  run  away  from  this  wretched  pry- 
ing inquisitive  meddlesome  gossiping  town  forever!" 

"I'll  cheerfully  murder  that  scoundrel  Smart  for 
you,  Beth,"  said  Randall.  "But,  really,  not  a  soul 
in  town  has  laughed  at  you.  Not  a  soul  so  much  as 
dreams  of  laughing  at  you.'* 
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Beth  was  staning  for  comfort ;  she  turned  upon  him 
with  anxious  scepticism. 

"  How  do  you  know  ?  "  she  demanded. 

"  Because  everybody  has  seen  me  coming  down  here 
every  night.  They  know  what  aiL  me.  Love  is  like 
smoke,  and  can't  be  hid.  They  naturally  think  it  has 
been  a  .  .  .  Well,  it's  natural  for  a  girl  to  stand 
up  for  the  fellow  she's  going  to  marry.  They  admire 
her  for  that.  But,"  he  craftily  added,  as  he  imprisoned 
her  hand  again,  "  they  might  laugh— if  they  thought 
she  wasn't  going  to  marry  him  after  all,  dear." 

"  Can  that  be !  "  she  murmured  dubiously. 

And  while  she  pondered,  much  consoled  by  the  argu- 
ment, she  was  startled  to  find  an  arm  come  sUpping 
around  behind  her  back.  With  a  surprised  gasp  she 
attempted  to  spring  up.  The  abrupt  motion  pitched 
the  pile  of  manusci-ipt  and  the  inkstand  out  of  her 
lap.  She  shrieked  as  she  snatched  her  white  skirts  back 
from  the  danger. 

Randall  made  an  ineffectual  lunge  for  the  inkstand; 
but  owing  to  the  nnkward  position  of  his  arm,  he  was 
too  late.  The  spilled  ink  poured  over  the  manuscript 
like  a  tide  of  obUvion. 

"  Isn't  that  too  infernal  bad ! "  said  he.  "  All  my 
fault !  Let's  see  if  I  can't  save  something  out  of  the 
wreck."  And  he  kneeled  down  and  began  carefully  to 
pick  out  the  undamaged  sheets.  "  Here !  This  must 
be  the  last  page  you  wrote,"  he  commented,  and  read 
it  aloud,  "'Sh-  has  become  the  passive  recipient  of 

h.        .  •  » » 

is  opmions. 

"Oh,  don't  read  that  wretched  stufF!"  said  Beth 
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hastily.  "  Just  dump  it  all  in  the  waste-barrel  over 
yonder,  won't  you,  please!  I'm  glad  it's  spoiled!  I 
don't  think  I'd  ever  .  .  .  ever  have  finished  it, 
anyhow." 

And  as  the  great  treatise  disappeared  in  the  barrel 
and  its  inspiring  message  of  freedom  was  lost  to  poor 
womankind  forever,  Bcth's  face  was  radiant. 

"  Let's  go  in  the  house,"  she  suggested.  "  I  want  to 
thank  Aunt  Parthy." 


THS     END 
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